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DON (?ARC1 

A TRAGEDY. 




* IHKAttY 


DRAMATIS PERSONS 

Cosmo. Pjeuo. 

Eleonora. Garcta 

Diego. Guards • 


Scene, — The palace of Cosmo in Pisa. 


ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE T11E FIRST. 

Cosmo , Diego, Piero , Garcia . 

Cos . Oh sons, ye are not now assembled here 
In a light cause. ’Twill be most grateful to me. 
Since to the test ye now will all be brought. 

To make a trial of your several skills. 

But each of you, ere I divulge my thoughts, 
Swear to me solemnly to speak the truth. 

And in the secret of your hearts to hide 
The mystery which 1 now unfold to vou. 

Du I swear it by this sword. 

Pi. I by my father. 

swear it by my honour. 

Cos. Hear me then.-&-„ « 

My cause is yours : let not your heart admit 
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Hjjtc, love, or partialities, noiTmine’. 

f uch I esteem you, that f do not think 
hat any counsel more tl^in yours will ser^e me. 
*T\v r ere bootless now to recapitulate 
Wherefore the light inhabitants of Florence 
To me are irksome ; wherefore I retired # * 

To seek in these beloved walls of Pisa * 

A calmer dwelling place, ye all well know. 

From hence with safer and as tight a curb 
I equally controul the turbulent. 

Malignant, factious, faithless multitude. 

Unfit to govern, indisposed to obey; 

Yet tlicir obedience is no longer doubtful ; 
Although, on this account, I do not sit 
Securely on the throne. OiJr ancestors 
Often encounter’d formidable perils ; 

And every object to my heart suggests 
A warning whisper, that I should not trust 
A transient sunshine, a fallacious calm. 

For the most part my enemies subdued. 
Dispersed,, or slain, I see alone of these 
One formidable now remain to me : 
lie is allied to me in blood ; in mien 
Conciliatory ; though I heed it not. 

He evermore pursues me like my shadow. 
Modest in words, obsequious in manners ; 

But, in his inmost heart, replete with rage, 

And circumventive purposes . . . 

Du He is . . . • . 

Cos* The impious Salviati — What though he 
Be my near relative ; although the son 
'the brother of my mother? he no less, 
naiyw&s his father once, is our sworn foe. 



ACT THE FHtST. 3 

* | 

That fierce okl man, (you’ve heard me speak of J&im) 
Who preach’d of liberty, because the throne, 
Although he wish’d it, vjas beyond his reach ; 

He that attempted to dissuade me from it, 

E’en 05 the very day in wjucli I was, 

HJHJie concurring senate and the people. 

Invited to the throne. My mother’s tears. 

And his extreme old age, a pardon gain’d 
For his pestiferous audacity. 

But this contested sceptre he not thus 
Could ever pardon me. What could he do, 

An impotent old man ? The messengers 
Of death he heard, and sinking to the tomb. 

That ineffectual poison in his heart 
Which he conceal’d, %’en to the very dregs 
He pour’d it in the bosom of his son. 

Now I am sure that, son of a scorn’d father. 

He hates me bitterly, and, what is worse, 

He speaks it not : hence vigilance in me 
Is indispensable. My mother perhaps 
Was, while she lived, a hindrance to his views 
Now she is dead we should rio more delay; 

We should not only wrest from him the power 
Of injuring, but attempting it. The means 
The best and speediest for such effect, 

Freely let each of you point out to me. * 

DL Father and lord, not only of ourselves 
But of all here, what can I say to thee 
Of policy of state, which thou know'st not ? 
Methinks who pleases not his lord, of guilt, 
is,1^v this fact, sufficiently convicted. 

What then is he wiTo*»hat*d, hates again ? 

Say, has a monarch relatives ? Since fat c $ \ 
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Whew she bestows a throne, denies ah friends, 

A grfnce should never tolerate a foe, 

*N either an open foe nor fo<^ conceal'd. # 
lake from him warning who before thee held 
The J'uscan sceptre, Alexander, lie 
Who died, by treachery butcher'd ; he &houJjl iciftn 
thee • 

E’en more than others to distrust relations. 

1%‘gn’d amity, and Jong-feign’d services, 

And consanguinity, at length bestow'd 
V)n the perfidious Lorenzo means 
l*o plunge his*dagger in the royal breast. 

The prince in part of his refractory mind 
Was well aware, yet would he not diffide : 

Naj r , he caress'd him, made liilfh of his friends. 

So that at last he slew him. — All ! forestall 
The hate of others: lenity, display’d 
By those who can dispense with it, alone 
To terror is attributed : and kings, 

More than all thoughts, should hide their thoughts of 
fear. 

’Tis the most jealous mystery of state ; 

Woe if it be discovered ; thence at once 
The fears of others cease ; and what ensues? 

9 Tis my advice that iSaiviati perish ; 

But let hin^perish in the eye oi day. 

He offends tiiec; and thou condemn’st him justly. 
But suffer not obscure and timid clouds 
To intercept the vivifying rays 
Of thy unlimited authority. 

Gar . If to a prince born on the throne, and th<*ice 
Beneath the tranquil shade of prosperous fate, 
AmRflthjrluxurics of a court matured, 
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I here should speak, I intend to do, t 

Father, thou would’st not hear me now at length. 
To mofclcl the monarch jvho has never seen 
The threatening aspect of adversity, 

Would Jbe a vain, impracticable task, 
li'ut, Cosmo, thou wlio from the throne afar. 

And trom its hopes, amid vicissitudes, 

Hast past thy youthful years ; on Tyber’s banks, 
Now on the shores of Adria, and now 
’Mid lonely rocks of the Ligurian Alps, 
Concealed by thv mother ; finally. 

Thou who hast felt the weight of powerful hatred, 
Lend me, I pray thee, a benignant ear. 

For many years havejbrtune, art, force, favour, 
Given to the Medicean race, by turns, 

An uncontroulable authority ; 

To which more splendour, strength, security, 
Thou hast since added every day. Thou Icnow’st 
That Alexander’s murderer hoped in vain 
In a free state to meet with an asylum- 
Thy sword in Venice reach’d him : unavenged 
lie fell there, where impartial laws alone 
Maintain authority : and in his daws 
The mighty lion saw the suppliant slain, 

Who in his roaring placed too firm a trust ; 

He saw it, silently. Thy tcttftde name • 

Made either sea that bounds Italia tremble. 

What wish for more ? A throne without a foe } 
That never was : to slay thenf&ir? Hast thou 
A sword to do such prodigies ? Keflect 
Upt'n thy ancestors : which of them died 
Beloved and powerful) in tranquillity ? 

Cosmo alone, he who enjoy’d what powerX 
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To lpm was delegated; he whom power 
Sought in proportion as he sought it not. 

•‘Tliink of the others : Juliaij transfix’d ; 

Thi bold Lorenzo scarcely saved alive ; 

Pedro expel I’d ; and Alexander slain. 

Yet these of blood were never avaricious. 

Ah ! these impres&ively suggest to thee 
How slippery is the basis of that throne 
TPounded on blood.— .Thou wilt slay Salviati, 
Perhaps not guilty : other foes will rise ; 

*They may be slain ; still others will succeed. — 
Suspicion's sword at length will turn its edge 
Insatiable ’gainst him that grasp’d the hilt. 

Ere it descend, hold it aloft a little : 

Strike but one blow, and it will rest no more. 

He who at once thee and thy fame offends. 

Oh father, pardon thou. 

Du ’Tis ever thus 
From me he differs. 

PL 1 in years interior, 

And thence in wisdom, since my sire commands. 
Will notwithstanding speak. Diego's words 
Are, like his actions, bold ; nor do I blame, 
Although my judgment utterly dissents 
From his, the sentiments of Garcia. 

I, at the v^*y name of Salviati, 

Which sounds to me like guilt, profoundly shudder. 
Another Salviati dared to aim 
At our Lorenzo the.perfidious sword. 

Father, I only grieve that hitherto 
Thou’st shewn thyself too openly his foe. y 
Not that thou e’er could^ clyutge that double Heart 
Bylffor^conciliatory practices $ 
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mu now and th?n it happens that a prince 
incurs less blame when lie destroys his friends. 
Than wljen he punishes his foes. — But one 
Of the so many deaths wfth which the rage 
Of dar£ Tiberius ne’er was satisfied, 

On^bnl^ was acceptable to Rome. 

Whether Sejanus’s conspiracy 
Were true or false, his obsequies were mark’d 
With taunts, and songs, and smiles, and public joy. 
Friend to the prince, to all beside the foe ; 

Thence unavenged, abhorr’d, and vile, he fell.— 
Would’st thou at once have Salviati slain, 

And stop the comments of invidious tongues ? 

Do what thou hast not heretofore attempted : 

Feign love to him ; of pity thou dost rob him : 
Raise him ; thou giv’st him a large field for error ; 
Reward him ; he will be at once a traitor. 

Beneath the semblance of just punishment 
Thus cloak revenge; and thus the prince obtains 
His object, and the name of merciful. 

Cos . Yes, one may reign with maxims such a 
these; 

But thine, Diego, I esteem more regal. 

He who esteems it possible to govern 
Without deceit or terror is a fool. 

Little a son’s, and less a prince’s though^, 

Garcia, in thee I recognize. Speak’st thou 
To Cosmo king, of Cosmo citizen ? 

Would’st thou that on the throne I recollect 
My cruel destiny ? — And i will do it, 

By^jbafiUng the attacks of adverse fate.— 

What strange perpltxjng jargon dost thou use ? 
Thou callest terror, prudence; abjectness^ 
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Thou callst humanity; and when Task thee 
How I may slay my mortal«enemy, 

, Thou dost instruct me in the means to sav^ him. 
Du Garcia, my youngei 1 brother, born to obey me. 
It is no wonder should he not possess 
A ‘spirit correspondent tb the throne ; 

And if he meek and private qualities 
Profess or feign . . . 

Gar . Virtue will always be 
The same ; for subjects and for kings the same. 

* Question’d, I speak my thoughts : if such a soul 
As thine be requisite to royalty, 

I feel rejoiced that I expect no sceptre : 

And if, as thou allegest, l was born 
To obedience, I shSl willingly obey. 

But him alone who knoweth how to rule. 

Cos. And I am he. And do thou recollect 
That I know how to make myself obey’d : 

Love and respect Diego as myself. — 

I sought alone to know your sentiments, 

And not to be advised. I saw, I knew, 

I heard : enough. — To you, in words and deeds. 
And even thoughts, I only now am law. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Diego, Piero, Garcia . 

Gar . He from our deeds, far more than from our 
words, # 

Can betwixt us discriminate. But yet, 

I feel no grief that I liAve thus reveal’d 
My judgment to my father : (p hiy lips 
iVwitamjp the feelings which my heart contams? 
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Should Kin ies% volubly ; but hitherto 
I have not learn’ d the talent to suppress, 

And now I fear it never will be mine. 

Di. What more doth# Cosmo want? Within *Jii~ 
• palace, 

A^ngnhis sons, he finds a lofty censor 
Who ^aches him to reign. 

Gar . What fearest thou ? 

Thou ever wilt be more acceptable „ , 

To him than me. To kings those are most welcome 
Who best know how in their sword's edge to pku$ 
Infallibility. 

PL Why should your rage. 

Because ye dilfer in opinion, thus 
Transgress all bounds ? I too dissent from you , 

But not, on this account, I love you less. 

Brothers, and sons, and subjects of one father 
Are not we all ? Now go . . . 

Gar • Let each of us 

Indulge his own opinions: praUe I seek not, 

Nor cast I blame on others. Certainly, 

I say, that we shall all the grievous load 
Of public hate endure, if Cosmo chase 
To adopt deceit or force ; from this v^ill rise 
The scorn of others, and from that the rage ; 

The vengeance from them both. 

DL Oh ! wLc and great 
Assuredly thou art : may it please thee 
To sit the moderator of our youth.— 

Now, when wilt thou be silent T To thy sire 
Thou wort already Known ; Ijim already, 

In *uch esteem as tjiou deservest, held. 

Go ; if thou iovest dafkness, live obscure • 
a 2 s 
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But, since thou addest nothing to oijr brightness, 
Make us not shadows of thy central gloom. 

6 far. I call that infamy wliich thou call’st splen- 
dour. % » v 

But my discourse of that peace robs you not , 

Which is not in yourselves : peace ill is bought^ , 
With universal cries ; ill with the blood • 

Of innocent citizens. An alien 
Among you 1 am born ; but, since that I 
Pathless am bom among you, do not hope 
That I feUjall ever hide from you the truth. 

Pi. Tliou art not, Garcia, to thy sire a foe : 

Then why the friend to him that does offend him ? 

Gar . The fric.id of justice, and of nothing else. 
To you I thus address myself, but keep 
Towards strangers an inflexible reserve. 

I am w illing to believe one supreme lord, 

Where he doth keep himself within the pale 
< >f natural rights, doth best bested a people ; 

But tyranny ? ... It is iny execration ; 

And ah, my father doth too much affect it ! 

1 ever was more tender of his honour 

Than of his pow r er : w ith a true love I love him, 

And if o’er him my prayers will not avail. 

They shall be all turn’d tyranny to lessen. 

Di* And I (if I avail) will concentrate 
My efforts all to give stability 
lo sacred power, which a rash rebel dares 
l’o stigmatize unjustly. 

Gar. The desi gn * 

Is worthy of thyself. 

Di. Dost thou insult me ? 

Goon will I make thee . . <- 
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Pu £ifop : replace thy sword. 

Gar . Permit him, Piero, to display his swor<i 
He of himself would gite a worthy sample, 

A hopeful omen of his future reign. 

His s\jord against his brother. 

Pi, ^V.h, refraiif . . . 

AriTfthwi, be silent ! . . * 

Di* Change thy style, or I . . , 

Gar . I clearly see : anger in thee supplies 
The place of reason, I am not incensed, 

Whom reason only moves. 

Di . Perhaps thou art 

More backward in performance than in speech ; 
Hence art thou not incensed. 

Gar . Far more am I 
To terror, than to action, indisposed. 

Du And who knows this ? 

Gar, My sword. — And thou should’at know it . , 
If I were not thy brother. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Diego i Piero, 

Di, Thou, my brother ? 

We evermore were too dissimilar. 

Pi. Appease thyself; thy generous resentment 
He merits not. Heard’st thou his insolence ? 
Heard’st thou how proudly he exults in treason, 
Much less then blushes at it ? 

DL Thou shalt see • 

One day, that he will be forced to renounce 
H% foolish pride : wait till T reign, and then . . . 

PL To thee, ’tis’trae, fche throne belongs by right 
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But not by accident speaks Garcia t£us. 

WeU know I, that my father hath reposec. 

Allliis affection, all his hop£ in thee ; 

% T6 him art thou far dearer than the light : 

But he descends towarda*tlie decline of life* 

Tligu know*6t hpw love imaged hearts growj cold ; 
How feebly hoary age defends itself « ** 

’Gainst female stratagems. This Garcia is * 

His mother’s darling : she’s possess’d by him : 
^fcnd, thou know’st, loves us little * • . 

Di m What fear I ? 

* The throfte to me is due ; not e’en my sire 
Could take it from me- Grant that he could do it, 
I should suffice to rc^obtain it. Well, 

Our father knows us. 

Pi. It is true ; but art * . . 

Di. Art to the vile I give. I know that he 
Is too dear to his mother. Equally 
Were he to Cosmo, should I heed it ? no ! 

I fear not, hate not, envy not my brother. 

Pi. But thou know’st not what culpable designs 
Garcia hides in his heart * . • 

Di. And do I ever 
Investigate the purposes of others ? 

Pu But unknown to his father . . . 

Di. And would I, 

Think’sfotfeou, repeat them to him ? That would be 
In me far viler than In other men ; 

Since betwixt us harsh menaces have past, 

Each word of mine would seem like craft or ven- 
geance. 

I know my father, and am well aware 
Mow little lie is able to subdue 
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The tirsuassaultg of rage ; to fatal proof 
’Twere better not to bring him. If my brother* 
Deteriorates spontaneously, let him 
Alone abide the consequence of this. 

But if Ije any more attempts .to offend me, 

I hope, Jje cannot sav, that/ot his wrongs 
Pve SJfcgJit redress from any but himself. 

ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Cosmo , Eleonora. 

Cos . No, I am not mistaken! no : a son 
More worthy than Diego we possess not ; 

The honour of the throne, his father’s safety, 

The universal peace, he has at heart. 

I had indubitable proofs of this 
From bis own lips a little while ago. 

Ele. Then hast thou never in my Garcia found 
Love, judgment,‘gentleness of character. 

And pliancy of heart ? 

Cos . What words are these ? 

How dost thou designate that rebel spirit ? 

Of all my sons, he is the pnly one 
Unworthy of the name. What do I say, 

Among my sons ? Far, far more than by bim, 

By every other am I loved and Reverenced. 

A serpent, who on me turns all his rage, 

And his dire poison, in my breast 1 cherish. 

How difficultly, when to him I listen’d, 

Did*I restrain my rage ! Surmise is now 
Matured tp certainty^ : end* Garcia is . .. 
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Elt. What has he done? Whatjias he said? In 
t what 

Offended thee ? Alas • . . ~ 

* Cos . What has he said ? 

Whilst of a mortal foe I p*lan the death, 

He dares to cqunsel to pardon him. 

Thence, much as I abhor him, he abhors rw 
The guilty Salviati ? Thence my foes ' 

Are not his foes ? 
k Ele . And is not every man 
Thy subject that dwells here ? If this, or that, 

It plcasetli thee to slay, dost thou not do it? 

’Tis in a son a venial offence 
To supplicate his silftAo be less cruel. 

’ Tis true, th#t neither Piero nor Diego 

From bloodshed dared disstiade thee : Garcia dared. 

What doth this indicate, except that he 

Is more benignant, and for human blood 

Pants not ? 

Cos. Tint overweening, ill-placed love, 

More than it ought to do, thy judgment blinds. . 
Thou’st made an idol to thyself in Garcia; 

Save him thou lovest, and thou seest nothing : 

That which I call a crime, dar’st thou in him 
Call virtue ?■■- ■-■ ^ 

This altercation is not new betwixt us, 

But evesy day it more displeases me. 

And thou wilt makfe an effort to myself 
Most acceptable, if within thy heart 
Thou hide a love so partial and unjust. 

Ele . An unjust love ? Ah \ if there be who thus 
Can prove it to me, I at once will change it, 
f :\ot on the words, but actions of my sons, 
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My observation l^s been fix’d. 

Cos . So be it ; 

If then thou wilt, in spite of me, let him 
e dear tt» thee ; so that I # never more 
Hear th^e excuse his failings* In my palace, 

The first # and only virtue is to please me ; 

This hitherto I sec not in him : 

It doth ftclong to thee to teach him this ; 

To thee, ... if thou sincerely lovest him. 

Ele . And hath not Garcia always bent his brow 
To thy behests ? 

Cos . What merit hath obedience ? 

And this sulliceth it ? And not to do it, 

Who now would have the hardihood ?— He ought 
To speak not only as I speak, but ought 
To think e’en as I think : he who has not 
A nature like to mine, should change it : yes : 

Not simulate, but change it.. Of my race, 

And of my realm, I am the head ; the soul 
Ain I, with which each living creature here 
Is animated. — Nor, on guilty Garcia, 

Had he not been my son, had 1 bestow’d 
Even a warning ere I punish’d him. 

Hence is his crime assuredly augmented; 

But yet once more, or em|iis chastisement, 

Once only will I make him hear a void?, 

That from perdition’s path may rescue himf* 

SCENE THE $ECOND. 

t 

Cosmo, Eleonora , Piero . 

Father, most jjrgent business brings me to 
tjjiee; 
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With thee I would confer at leisucf • 

<7os. Oh ! , 

What strange disturbance on thy face I read ! 

Speak ; what hath happen'^ say. f 

PL I cannot speak; it. 

Except to the# afenfc. * ,, 

Ele. What son 
Have of raystetfodS for a father’s ears, 

Thus from a mother carefully conceal'd ? 

Cos. 1 am a father; but at the same time 
1 am a prince ; nor hast thou hitherto. 

Lady, with me my public burthens shared ; 

Nor wilt thou share |*hem, if, as I suspect . . . 

Ele- Thbu dost sdspect the truth. Scarcely had 1 
The native shores of my S^betus quitted, 

Than 1, become the sharer of thy fate, 

AH my attachments, all ray objects bounded, 

Within these voyal wills. In me thou gained'st 
A consort^nd a handmaid, nothing more. 

Clearly I saw my lord thought every proof 
Of love was centred in a blind obedience. 

Hence always I obey'd; this thou know'st well ; 

Often in tones of gratitude hast thou 

Praised me lor this. Would’st thou remain alone ? 

I leave thee : and already infer 

From him who tells it, what this secret is : 

And 1 fellow why I only should not he# it. 

But I %ish not to hear Piero's tongue, 

Possessing such alacritj^to injure ; 

If only to the detriment of strangers 
It were exerted, l should not at least 
Then tremble as I tremble now. 

• of his weJKiuiafrii art#, aft doubtlessly 
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A most unwelcome witness. 

Pi* Thou hast placed '' 

All thy maternal fondness on one son ; 

Hence are the others gtfilfy ; and, meanwhile, 
Hence do I suffer heavy punishment; 

And, may it fall alone on me ! 

JMy tongue is evermore prepared to injure ? 
This thy beloved son says so, to whom 
I bear no hatred, though I envy him : 

Let him confess, if, or in words or deeds, 
i ever injured him. — A horrid stain 
Thou fixest on me, mother : yet should 1, 

If any other than my mother fi^’d it. 

Be more afflicted ; or if any one 
Heard it, besides my father and my lord, 

To me imputed. But 1 know my duty; 

I ought to suffer and to hold my peace ; 

I suffer, and am silent. 

Cos. Lady, would’st thou. 

With manners such as these, in tumult throw 
Our palace ? 

Eh. Ah, that others would not do it ! 

And hath not an abominable pest 
Already fix’d its residence among us ? 

1 > kdd my place : and mity I never know, 
And never Uiou believe, his odious secrets, 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Cosmo , Piero . 1 

C<>. Piero, speak. 

Pi , My mother’s pfopheeies 
In part are true. An execrable pf*H * 
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liases among us. 

•Cos* Where 1 reign, no* pest 
Exists that can mature ; e'en from the roots 
It shall be torn up : speak, 

PL I know full well 

That all depends on thee : of every wouiyj*^ 

Thou art the sovereign healer ; hence 1 se &. 

In thee alone a speedy remedy. — 

* Erewhile there rose, ’twixt Garcia and Diego, 

A war of words : their fury with great pains 
I check'd ; but certainly ’tis not extinguish’d. 
Inflamed, and fierce, Garcia went out : with prayer^ 
Mingled with force, Diego I restrain’d: 

The aggressor he will never be, no never ; 

But, from the other, if one look escape. 

One word, one gesture to provoke him, heavens 1 
I tremble to reflect on what may follow. 

Cos . Perpetual discord ; I already knew it : 

But what new provocation hath impell’d them 
To yield to such ungovernable rage ? 

PL When thou erewhile didst quit us, we re 
main’d 

In earnest conference. Diego, fired 
In words as well as deeds , with noble ardour, 

With that imposing frankness he possesses, 
Openl^lamed his brother Garcia, 

(And blamed, methinks, not wrongfully,) that he, 
Alone, dared in thy presence to defend 
The guilty cause pf SalViati. Pierced 
E’en to his inmost heart (for the rebuke 
Was too well folded,) Garcia had recourse { 

To threats against his brotbef : and had he 
Outraged Diqgo only j . . , but to thee 
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l ought not to repeat that which escaped, 

While hot with passion, from his breast : and perhaps 
He thought it not ; anger sometimes excites 
To utter that which is not. J And to me, 

While I essay’d to reconcile them both. 

Tie darloiV^ungent and injurious words : 

But this imports not. — ’Tis expedient now, 

That he should hear the thunder of thy voice, 

So that this contest gain no further strength. 

Cos. There is no doubt ; all things convince me 
of it : 

Garcia, that impious son, betrays his sire, 

Ilis lord, his honour, and himself, at once* 
lie would, by this aggression on Diego, 

Obliquely wound Ms lather : he assumes 
Blind confidence from blind maternal love ; 

And to the highest pitch audacity 
In him is risen. Krewhile, I wish'd to hear 
If he would dare deliberately disclose 
The vile and guilty friendship in my presence 
That he hath long encouraged in his heart : 

And it is not to me, oh no! unknown, 

As much as witlcssly he thinks it is. 

Pi. Thou, then, indeed dost know it, that he is 
Clandestinely of Salviati i 
Cos . Yes; 

I know it ; thoroughly convinced . * . 

Pi. Himself, 

Against his mil ... 

Cos. And why have ye conceal’d 
It hitherto from me ? 

Pi. He is our brother 3 * •» 

1 Cos . And am not I the father of vou all N 
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9 Pin I hoped, indeed, that to tffe path of duty 
Me would return ;>,0id still I dare to hope it. 

•Still in that unripb age are we, thou seest^ 

When man is most apt ft) be led astray. # 

Each of us might, caught in such snares, become 
Guilty of similar l&iHogs. J** 

Cos . Ah ! no snarts • . 

Could fver make you traitors ; for ye are, . . . 
Diego, tftid thyself. . . 

PL ,£>icgo never,; - ' 

I hope so of myself; and every man 
Affirms it of himself While he is sane. 

But who can" answer foi*the consequence. 

If love, the enemy of reason, rule him ? 

Cos . What say’st thou ? Love ! 

Pi, If thou reflect on this, 

Less heinous will his fault appear to thee. 

Cos . Love, say’st thou ? Lovelfe^ whom ? 

Pi, Thou know’sfc it, father. 

Cos. I know that he%4 traitor ; that he oft 
Dares meet in secret interview, at night. 

With Salviati i« my paHfife, here, ^ , 

But that love prompted him, I never knew : 

What may this love be ? Speak. 

Pu Ah wretched me ! . . . 

I woukLexcu&e him, andj have accused him. 

Cos . Speak : I commtl^l;ihee ; and hide’ nothiw 
from me, 

Or I . . . « 

Pu Ah ! Ja|her, pardon him, 1 pray, 

This yout^pil nidiserction, and ascribe 
t Nothing tM?, heroes tef a will depraved. 

'•Love oily makes him sem a traitor. He 
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Loves guilty SalviatW guiltless daughter : 

The gentle Julia, whom thou hafy perchance 
Retain’d a hostage for her father’s faith, 

Among th’ illustrious damseife in thy court ; 

Julia he loves ; she, ere scarce seen, inflamed hjjra. 
He loves Ina^secretiy ; and, loved Jgain, . 

lie lives in*swect though inefFec$d&l hope. 

Now that the father of a maid beloved 
Should not seem guilty to her paramour, 

Why should this seem so wonderful to thee ? 

Cos. All men then know the errors of my sons 
More than myself? All men excuse them? hide 
them? * 

His partial mother incontestably 
Js privy also to this guilty secret ; 

And seconds it perchance . . . 

Pi. In truth, I think not . . . 

But yet, who . . 

Cos . This simulated love 
Wliat can it be, except a epeoio us veil 
For future treasons ? Can my son be dear 
To Julia for his own sake ? ^ she not\,> 

The daughter of my foe ? And hath she not, 

E’en with her milk, imbibed hatred for me. 

And for my blood ? Deep treasons are conceal’d 
Beneath tluAjove ; the daughter, doubtlessly, ^ 

Is made an instrument o$$|jffevenge * 

By the shrewd: father ; mistaken. 

And my own son ? . . . * * 

I J i JPerchance thou construest well, ^ , 

Their secret schemes : but think it nef^ijiarcia : 

A fervid love assuredly e’xokes him 

Add the blind guide dhth often not conduct 
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r fo a good path : perchayee he hence has err’d* 
Now that thou know’st the whole do thou restrain 
him, t • 

But w ith a gentle rein : do not so act, • 

That I with reason may regret to-day 

That I’ve betray’d, altnough by chancw^Tid it, 

His jealous amorous* secret. It is true, " 

He never told it to me ; but he is 
Reserved to all, and most so to his brothers : 

But yet I knew iti— Now, since I have said it, 

Turn it to his advantage. Wean him, father, 

From this disgraceful fondness ; and at once 
Appease his unjust ragte against his brothers. 

Cos . Thou hast done well to speak : a son and 
subject 

It w r as thy duty ; I shall seek to know 
More of this matter. — But Diego comes. 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Diego , Cosmo, Piero . 

Cos . My son, whatwould’st thou ? Justice f Thou 
shall have it. 

Di, Father, what ails thee? On thy austere brow 
Sits dark displeasure. Perhaps our strife hath wrought 
DistTfrbance in thee ? It had been, Piero, 

Better indeed for us to have hid it frorft him : 

And what ? Fcar’st thou that for my brother’s insult 
Anger in me aM limits would transgress t 
Ah, let my father think no more of it 
Nor let it raise in him resentful feelings. 

Esteem mu not offenefed* I alone 
Pity m’ offender ; this is my revenge. 
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Cos . Oh, thou art worthy of a better brother 
Than Garcia is ! Fraternal injuries 
Thou dost* endure; and it becomes thee well : 

But that ,hc has infringed rhy laws, that he 
Erewhile contended with thep, this is not 
The (irsi^ole cause of my profound displeasure; 

His turbulence, 1 clearly see, springs not 
From the impetuosity of youth ; 

’Tis the worse fruit of a malignant heart : 

I am compell’d e’en to the fountain head 
Of the mortiferous pestilence to go ; 

I am compell’d t’ investigate the whole, 

The whole to hear. Imperiously it behoves me 
To know the deeds, tip affections, and the words. 
The enterprises, e’en the secret thoughts. 

Of one, a royal youth, who, more than others. 

Has power to injure, and may fear it less. 

Di. Yet do ndt now ascribe to guilt in him, 

I pray thee, that which erewhile, when incensed. 
He said to me. 

Pi. Thou seest clearly, father, 

If Garcia had a corresponding soul, 

Peace would be permanent betwixt them both ; 
Nor doth Diego feign . . . 

Di. Nor hitherto 

Have I suspected that my brother feign’d, - 
Or was malignant. No, my father, no ; 

Although he differ from me, I perceive 
Xhe seeds of virtue in him ; I estoem him 
A little from the path of rectitude 
Uncdhsciously misled : he cherishes 
Private affections in his pritfcely nature ; ^ 
Hence are those* phrases which appear so strange ; 
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Hence he so frequently dissents fr8m us ; 

Aftd hence th* injurious lofty pomp with which 
He preaches to us his ascetic virtues. 

I first, inflamed with angtfr, in thy presence^ 
Calling him hypocritical and false, 

Presumed to assault him : to a lofty hear^J*^ 

Th* indignity was insupportable; * 

And scarcely was in me my wrath appeased, 

Ere 1 repented of it. I come here, 

In the first place, expressly to recant ; 

And inasmuch as my officiousness 
May have excited prejudice in thee 
Against thy son, to abrogate at once 
Impressions sinister, as they are false. 

Cos. Garcia assuredly is less a traitor. 

Than thou magnanimous. 

DL We arc thy sons . i . 

Cos . Thou art indeed : Piero and thyself. 

Pi. At least, I prize myself in thinking so. 

Di . Ah ! do not deem thy other son yet lost : 

T do beseech thee, to thyself, and us, 

Reclaim him, father ; but with gentle treatment. 
Advice, far more than force, will operate 
On his tenacious heart ; and never shew him 
That, less than us, thou lovest him. 

Cos*- My sons. 

Enough, enough. Withdraw : I will indulge you. 
Ere long to me, Piero, thou send here 
Thy brother Garga ; I will speak to him, 

Nor do I less commend in thee, Piero, ■* 

The strict solicitude, than in Diego 
The sublime magnanimity ef flearfo 
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SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Cosmo. 

Cos. 6h worthy pair of sops ! — What star of mine 
Will joi^’to you a third with such deserts? 

Though*! deem’d Garcia guilty, I ne’er deem’d 
His guilt was so atrocious. But, nicthinks, 

With what impression ought I to behold 
Diego, who, though destined to command. 

Solicits pardon for received offences. 

It grieves me to be forced to praise in him 
That with my tongue, which in my heart I blame* 
But yet lie is a novice in the arts 
Of government ; in time he’ll be more wise. 

I within him all the qualities 

That form a perfect prince. I must instruct him. 

By my example, that, to govern well. 

The less we should forgive, e’en as the ties 
Of bmod arc more implicit, and the more 
Tli’ offender to the offended is allied. 

ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Cosmo, Garcia. * 

Gar . Sec me, oh father, at thy call — Thy words, 
]£it be lawful to anticipate • 

With prompt and humble filial respect, 

I nov?, by first accusing ray own fault, 

Can somewhat mitigate thy Just displeasure^ 

And my own shame. Oli, could I thus appear 

VOL. XII. • 3> 
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A»little )ess unworthy in thy eyes 
OT pardon ( nought else in the world I wish. 

Stung by Diego, 1 insulted him ; * 

I do regret this deeply: hor could’st thou 
A punishment inflict tfyat might compare 
With my repentance. Dearer to thyself- 
Older than 1, and by Jong habitude 
Of all my actions the appointed censor, 

Diego should find nothing else in me 
But full obsequious silence, patience, peace. 

Cos. What I would say to thee, thou hast in part 
Forestall’d ; but not the whole. It pleases me 
To hear that from thy breast all hate is banish’d ; 
Whatever may be its cause, I feel no wrath 
Paternal, that subsides not at thy words. 

1 never yet have entertain’d a doubt 

But that the rage would be no sooner cool'd, 

Which to exasperating words impell’d you, 4 
Than that both instantly would come to me 
To make atonement. Now there doth arise, 

T* obliterate the first, betwixt you both 
The nobler strife of self-disparagement ; 

Whence i absolve you both, and neither deem 
Guilty in this.-— Futthcr I now would say. — 

W ithin mv mind have I revolved thy counsel, 
WhiSt^as inopportune and indiscreet, 

I blamed thi* morning. Now thou art convinced 
That the first judgment is not always best : 

E’en in proportion as I meditate, 

’Mid various other sentiments, oh thine, 

Less they displease me. Not that I believe 
That 1 jkould blindly trust in Salviati ; 

Too much ha hates me ; but he also fears, 
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And fears effectively. Had I the power 
To introduce betwixt our mutual hate 
A valid obstacle, or to devise 
Such tiqs as might reciprocally join us 
In firm alliance, in one wort} a means 
Whence V^mmon interests might league us both, 
And tmfke us both secure, I might perchance 
Not only wean my heart from schemes of blood, 

But further, with conciliatory thoughts 
Dispose it to relent . . . 

Gar, What do I hear ? 

Can this be true, my father? What a tide 
Of lofty transport inundates my breast! 

Not that 1 dare found the presumptuous hope 
On my opinions, that I can instruct 
My sovereign lord ; but real joy I feel 
To be convinced, that, to obtain his ends, 

My father rather chuses to use means 
Of gentleness, than menaces and blood. 

Ccnticd is all authority in him 

Who sits upon the throne ; he, at his will, 

Can mitigate, or strengthen fear or hate, 

In all his vassals — Could he utterly 
Eradicate them from the hearts of Others, 

And from his own ! — But niggard fate denies 
Such blest exemption to the breasts of monafChs. 

Cos . But what would be the consequence, if I 
With too great mildness should reproach myself? 

^ Gar . Was a good heart e'er o^lt-reproach’d for 
this ? f 

Nor should's t thou fear that injury to thee 
Can thence result* Tne Customary hate 
’Of those by royal prejudice pursued, 
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T<£Salvinfi*s elevated soul k . 

J$ u' , rlv umnown. He knows full well 
Tina *i lias forfeited tliv love for ever: 11 
He I* th )\n hope, nor hath he an)' fear, 

To cheek his projects: <Jor himself lie fears not; 

He when he lost thv favour, lost his all. ** 

Yet. notwithstanding this, he doth propose 
To alt Ins deeds one uniform condition, 

How he m,’} 1 please thee best; and thou by means 
Direct canst never lose him, if thou dost not 
Take indirect ones to indulge thy rancour. 

Cos . There are then who deceive me ? . . . Oh sad 
lot 

Of tho-e who arc most powerful ! How ferocious 
Have others represented him to me! 

Hove, all are cnuilou&ly fraudulent; 

And each on* to his private projects makes 
JYlv pow er subservient ... 

Gar. k is k.own to all 
That Salviati’s father was thy foe : 

Hence each one emulous!) paints his son 
To thee an infamous, perfidious rebel . 

Cos. Ab, thou dost speak too truly ! Ill a prince, 
If others penetrate his heart, can know 
The hearts of other men. — But tell me further ; 
WhenSfc dost thou now so accurately know 
What aie his dispositions? Although he 
H as follower* me to Pisa, in my court 
Him ;> ave l neve/ seen. What do 1 say. 

In couit? All human eonver&e lie avoids. 

And drags on such a solitary Jjfc, 

on^vould say, that Ife in secret broods 
O'er heavy incomthumcablc thoughts; 
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And that of every man Ije is mistrustful. 

Gar. If it were lawful, I would say . . . 

Cos. Sf>eak on : 

The tro/h j s pleasing to iffe ; I delight 
To hear thee. , 

Gar. !' % thy footsteps here he came. 

But onfy to remove from thee all doubt 

Of his fidelity : for in the midst 

Of factious spirits, with which Florence teems, 

Thou always would’.st have held that faith precarious. 
With him sometimes I have had interviews; 

This I deny not : ah, hadst thou hut heard him ! 

His heart surcharged with lntturn and anguish, 
With how much reverence, and witn how much fear. 
He, with subdued resentment, mourn’d thy error ; 
And nevt r lin e, hut thy perfidious friends, 

The pcLSivcring foes to truth alone 
He blamed for this; and even deems not thine 
Thy own suspicions . . . 

Cos . But that thouVt my soil 
He knows ; how tell thee ? . . . 

Gar. Perhaps he thinks me 
Of pity capable .. . 

Cos. L understand ; 

Thy influence with me in his favour. •• 

Gar . He 

Knows that my words on thee are ineffectual * • • 

Cos . Thou hast perchance divulged to him thy 
^ secrets : — *v 

Tlir^u always sad ; always, like hirn^ alone : — 
Pernaps common sympathies unite you both. 

He pitying thy wrongs, *Sas*thou pitiest hk^ 

* Without exception may not hate my blood ? 
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Hefrdiears thee, speaks to tl^ee ? far different . . . 
t txar. Ah different, yes, from that which, fame re- 
ports him. 

Thou dost inspire me with a hardihood 
Which I had never of myself assumed. 

Know, that thy dearest friend (chuse whom thou 
wilt 

*Mong those whom thou with honours and with gold 
Hast laden, I will not say surfeited, ) 

I swear, is less devoted to thy service, 

And loves thee less, and less would risk for thee. 
Than that degraded, obscure Salviati, 

Assured in heart of his own innocence, 

Which, to increase the poignance of his woes, 

He’s not allow'd to prove. — If in contempt 
He such is found, reflect what he would be 
If worthily esteem’d. 

Cos . . . . Truly this man 
Hath roused a tender interest in thy heart : 

Thy words are strong, yet hence I blame thee not. 
Since thoif assertest. it, he must at least 
Have some good qualities : but speak ; and speak 
The truth ; thou know’st not how to lie already ? 
Now do his virtues only thus excite 
Thee to commend him l 

6 y a^Ah ! since thou dost think 
I know not how to lie, I w ill not now 
E’en partially divulge to thee the truth. 

Love also rouses ne : I burn for Julia ; 

And hence have ilouble pity for the father. 

Cos . Ancl he knows thif ) 

\ Gar . I it him, 

Cos. He aids thee ? 
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Gar. No, he condemns it ; I condemn it also. / 
Nay, what dost thou suppose me ? • 

Cos . Cfrcumspect, 

But not jn time. * 

Gar. Love doth not blind me, no ; 

Nor doth* ’4 rob me of integrity. 

I speak to thee in praise of Salviati, 

Since in subservience to his principles 
He holds all selfish interests : otherwise 
I would have represented him to thee. 

If I had found him otherwise ; were he 
As he is adverse, to my love propitious. 

I have not learn’d to varnish o’er the truth ; 

Nor do 1 even with a latent hope 

Foster the passion that consumes my vitals : 

Which neither I will nourish in my heart, 

Nor can 1 e’er extinguish it. I know 
That thy inflexible and austere will 
From Julia separates me eternally. 

Pity from thee I do not a»k : too well 
I know, for fhis immitigable wound * 

1 have no other remedy than death ! 

I have entreated for her innocent father. 

For such 1 know he is ; but were he not, 

Love would ne’er lead me to betray my own. 

Cos. Perfidious, I would hear from thy ovnrfps 
The whole ; but thou speak’st not the whole to me. 
Thy love for Julia is thy least offence. 

Gar. Oli Heaven ! What do 1 hear ? Must I ne’er 
^ deem ^ 

Goodness in thee sincere ? 

Cos. Thou never slioilld'st, 

’ Thinking of thee, no never ! — t\dly thou 
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D’ r s t know thy heart, thou traitor. — 1 ere while 
Have sought the means, wfience 1 might take away 
That miscreant from my eyes : fortune, behold, 
Brings them to me and indicates at once , 

The instrument. Is it thy wish to clear 
Thyself of turpitude in my opinion ? ^ 

Would’st thou that 1 should deem love Chy sole 
crime ? 

Little of this declining day remains: 

At the first gathering of the shades of night. 

Let guilty Salviati come unknown. 

Clandestinely, within my palace walls, 

As heretofore he has been wont to come ; 

And thou invite him ; and do thou conduct him 
To the accustom’d haunt, in which so oft 
lie has conversed with thee: and there do thou 
(Woe fall on thee if thou refuse me this ! ) 

Blunge in his breast this sword. 

Gar. Oh Ileaven 1 
Cos. Be silent. 

Thou hast betray’d thy sire, thy lord, thyself: 

This is th* at onement. What ? when I command 
Dar’st thou resist ? 

Gar. And dost thou stand in need 
Of other hands more infamous for this? 

have selected thine : let that suffice. 

Gar. I will first perish. 

. Cos . Say not so ; my hand 

Grasps the sure eajgiest of thy prompt obedience* * 
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SCENE THE SECOND. 

Gagcia. 

Gar . "What looks ! . . . Alas ... Oil father, hear . . . 
* Oh words ! f 

But, of «what earnest speaks he ? Through each vein 
1 feel an unaccustom’d dullness creep. 

Perhaps he alludes to Julia ? . . . Yes . . .what pledge 
Can vie with her i Oh Heaven ! . • What can l do ? . • 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Eleonora , Garcia . 

Ele. Son, whither dost thou go ? Ah stay ; to me 
Interpret the mysterious words of Cosmo. 

Hither he hath dispatch’d me to assist thee : 
Wherefore ? Say what has happen’d ? . . . 

Gar . Oh, my mother ! . . . 

What did he say to thee ? 

Ele. a Go ; give advice 
<c To thy beloved Garcia, now he needs thee : 

“ And make him recollect.” — Nor added more; 
But with a countenance more discomposed 
Than ever I beheld in him, pass’d on. 

Now speak ; delay not ; what has happen'd ' 

Gar . Mother, 

Know’st thou this sword ? 

^ Ele . I, at thy father’s side, 

Haijf always seen it hang ; and w&V of this ? . 

6 ar. This is an instrument of govei .ament: 

Ah, were it Cosmo’s onty l* Ne’er shouuNj 
* Contaminate with it my innocent hand ! 

n 2 
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Blft to this right-hand my unnaturdi father 
Hifnsclf consign’d it, and insists that I 
> Plunge it by stealth in Salviati’s breast. 

Ele. What do I hear ?. . . Oh Heaven 1 . . . But 
whence to thee 

Commits he such a terriole revenge ? ' 

Gar. Fie chuses me, only because I fgei 
Pity for Salviati ; and because 
I am not yet contaminate with blood ; 

Because the daughter, the unhappy daughter, 

Of that unhappy father, I adore. 

Ele . What say’st thou ? Julia! 

Gar. 1 love Julia; yes; 

And indiscreetly I myself declared 
That love to Cosmo : hence in him arose 
Th’ unnatural wish, worthy of him alone. 

To make the father of the maid beloved 
Die by the lover’s hands. Time serves not now 
To say to thee how I was first enthrall’d 
By so much beauty join’d to so much virtue; 

Nor, if I told it, would’st thou blame it, mother ; 
Now I alone assure thee that I love her, 

And that I will far sooner sacrifice 
My own life than her father’s. 

Ele. Ah ! . . . my son ! . . . 

Alas 4 *^ . what say’st thou . and what shall I do ? 
Oh fatal love ! . . . Although I love thee far. 

Far more than aught besides, I cannot praise it. 

Gar . Julia is c%h at thy side, oh mother; 

Thou knowest^dl, and equally dost prize 
Her rare accomplishments; and thou dost love Wr 
i More thmjk\d' ether damSete of thy court : 

“Thence thou may V well infer that I deserve 
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At least td be excused, if not commended. 

But, if thou rather will, condemn me : never 
Have I displeased tliee, mother : I have held 
Thy smallest wish inviolabjy sacred. 

And I, at least, if I cannot root out 
This love* can moderate its c'cstacies. 

I only ar,k frf thee that thou would’st save 
That heavenly and defenceless innocence, 

From Cosmo’s pitiless and fatal grasp. 

I wish to save her, not to make her mine. 

Incensed, and loading me with frantic threats, 
Cosmo departed hence : perchance one crime 
Will not suffice to his ferocious heart; 

Perhaps Julia too . . . oh Heaven ! . . . Ah, mother, 

%; 

If I was ever dear to thee, go now, 

Watch o’er my love. Who knows ? . . . 

Ele. Thy love excites 
In thee immoderate fear . . . 

Car. All may be fear’d 

From Cosmo’s deadly rage: thou yet hast time; 
Thou hast the remedy;, it now behoves thete 
TIis fury to delude; ’ttvere vain to sooth him. 

As best it may be done, deliver Julia ; 

And meanwhile feign that I am now almost 
Prepared t’ obey : time, and nought else, £ 

In fine, thou art a mother ; and the love 
Thou bear’st thy son shall animate thy heart. 

Thou oughtest from so horrible a crime 
T^cxcmpt a son ; thou oughtest ty^ diver 
From unjust violence an innocent it 'tW. 

Thou &ee’st me now Humble myself in i.^rs, 

•And supplicate while vet a hope remains : 
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\Y^e, if my father goad me to reveftgc ; 

W<?e, if he dare to wreak his rage on her 
In whom alone I live ! Rivers of blood 
Shall be effused to inundate the palace ; 

And this my arm shall shed it. Then no m6re 
Shall I hear reason ; thon no more shall devin 
Myself a son. ** « 

Eh\ Ah calm thyself; what say’st thou? 
Thou seest things that are not : far from thee 
Be e’en the thought of such extravagance . . - 
Gar . Do thou, oh mother, then anticipate 
That which thou canst not afterwards prevent* 
From this severe extremity, to which 
I’m driven by my father, do thou find 
Some method of escape for me, that I 
Be not a traitor. 

E/e. Yes. son, } r es ; but calm 
Thy irritated soul : to him I fly. 

Ah may 1 change his horrible resolve l 
Julia I will at least in safety place, 

To give thee peace. .Meanwhile I interdict 
Thee from attempting aught till I return. 

SCENE THE FOURTH* 

Garcia. 

Gar . If Julia is not safe, I will do nothing. — 
Alas 1 what do I hope ? that to cheat Cosmo 
My mother may avail, who bears the marks 
Of apprchcnsioijf£n her every look ? 

Oh, from wlitjlfiather am I sprung ! Alike 
, Crafty an<Tf 'acl, can he4)& deceived ? 
luiVlucii Jess tie moved to pity . . . Yet he will not 
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Have wrecked bit.* rage upon tbe timid maid, r * 
Ere he has Icarn’d that 1 refuse to strike 
TV atrocibus blow . . . Shall 1 consent to it ? . « • 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

i 

Piero , Garcia . 

Pi. Brother, what hast thou done ? Alas ! • • . 

Gar . What ails thee ? 

Pi. In truth I now do pity thee sincerely. 

Gar. Now ? . , . What has happened ? . . . 

Pi. Oh unhappy brother ! 

Cosmo doth threaten thee, and darkly frowns, 
Pronouncing thee a traitor. 

Gar. Such I am not. 

Pi. But yet my father is exasperate 
Beyond all bounds. He hath already summon’d 
Into his presence Salviati’s daughter, 

Laden with heavy and opprobrious chains. 

Gar. Oh Heaven 1 . . . Vile tyrant ... I will fly . , . 
Pi. Ah ! . . . Where ? 

Gar. To drag her from unworthy chains. 

Pi. Thou may’st 

Drag her to horrid death by thy imprudence. 

Under the penalty of death he gave her 
Into the custody of cruel (ieri. 

If lie, by whomsoever it may be, 

Perceives the smallest action in her favour, 

(jeri is bidden instantly to slay her 
his own hands . . . 

(\ar- We soon shall see . . . 

PL Ah stop ! . ? . * * • 

’What would’st thou do ? 
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To slay her ? Oh distraction ! . . . 

But was he not accosted my mother ? . • . 

° Pi, She came erewhile ; but the terrific! sentence 
Was executed. She would speak to him ; 

But her indignant consort silenced her *. 9 

She wept; but tears heboid her were not wanted : 
He said, 44 To exculpate himself from a If? 

(i I to thy Garcia have consign'd the means. 0 

Gar. Of what, of what, to exculpate myself? 
Being thy son ? Indelible that blot. — 

Gave me the means ? Thou seest what means ; this 
sword, 

Which in the breast of wretched Salviati 
I am appointed treacherously to plunge. 

Ah Cosino, why am J a son of thine ? 

Ah, were I not, this sword would then, indeed. 

Be the best means to exculpate myself. 

But against thee I cannot ; oh distraction ! . . . 
Against myself. . . 

PL What would’st thou do ? . . . Desist . . . 

Gar . Bather than see that much-loved maiden 
dragg'd 

To ignominious death, rather than be 
Polluted with her father’s blood, I here 
W ould kill myself. . . 

i'wUi pause ; . . . listen to me ; . . . 

Reflect that Cosmo is unchangeable. 

He, at all risks, wills Salviati’s death : 

And it from thee he wills it, by thy death 
Thou sav’st notjhini ; rather reservest him j 
For pangs nu/t exquisite : ah, thou well know^st, 
Whether, ^u^e dcfraifd&d df it$ means, 

Cosmo’s revenge abates. And tlf innocent daughter/ 
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Perhaps she too. . . 

Gar . Oh Heaven ! 

PL Bur why perhaps ? 

It is too sure ! If thou refuse t* obey, 

Father and daughter he will immolate. 

Gar , Thou mak’st me shudder with excess of 
♦horror. 

But how can I destroy, and treacherously, 

A just and innocent man ? Hither entice 
At night, and under the flagitious mask 
Of simulated amity, a friend. 

The father of the lady I adore ? . . . 

PL Ah! surely such extremity as thine 
Was never heard before ; nor are there minds 
So firm, as not to shrink from such a trial. 

But yet what would’st thou ? What else canst thou 
do ? 

Thou only canst accumulate crime on crime. 

Let one alone expire; that were the best . «. 

Gar . And shall I live l . . . 

PL Hear me. Me is the culprit 
Who forces tlicc to such a crime, not thou.— 

But yet I can in part lessen for thee 
The horror of this stratagem, if thou 
Pcrmittcst that the messenger be sent 
By me to Salviati in thy name. 

Resolve ; resolve at once ; and oh ! reflect 
In what unutterable agony 
X^Y Julia languishes . . . 

Beloved Julia ! . . . 

And shall I kill tlr^ father ? . . . No, I cannot , . . 
Yet, if I slay not him, *1 niurder thee ..." 

For I can neither perish nor avenge thee, 
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scarcely can I save thee ! — ftut I ought, 

Ere I resolve, once more to hear my mother : 
•Perchance ray grief, my rage, my desperate love. 
May point another path.* 

Pi. Ah no ! . . . 

Oar. But yet 

If *tis my fate, that I this horrid crime T. . * 

Hear me : if I return not in an hour 
Hither to thee, it is indeed too true 
That I was forced to chuse to immolate 
The father of my Julia — Then l leave 
To thee, since thou wilt have it so, the task 
To send the impious messenger of death. 

ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Piero , Diego. 

Di. Sa^y, what does Garcia in his thoughts re- 
volve ? 

For like a man whose reason is bereft 
I saw him come, and go, and come again. 

Pi. Dost thou not know that lie . , . 

Di. What should I know 

OHrim ? Thou seest that from the woodland chace 
Weary and breathless 1 return. I know 
That I bring back a plenteous spoil; nought else. 
But as an arrow darting silently 
.And swiftly by. me, Garcia towards me cast 
Inflamed amlnur/ous looks. Say, what new rage 
Invades hyfi . cart ? 

Pi. Ah ! ! tis not new : for he 
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Always avoids, blarau s, envies, even scorns thee, 
Whenever ^le can do it. Perhaps to sec thee 
Of all thy regal ornaments despoil’d, 

As now thou art; divested *>f thv sword; 

And in thy aspect rather like to one 
That d wolfs ijj forests than u monarch’s son, 
Perhaps this excited him to such a mute, 

Though supercilious comment Kvermore 
That which he does not, he condemns in others. 

£)/. ’ Pis a propensity, methmks. more royal 
To harass wild beasts, in th’ adventurous .luce, 
Than evermore immured ’mid ponderous volumes, 
Wrapt in soft indolence, to learn to fear. 

His supercilious looks excite my pity. 

But whither goes he in such wond’rous haste ? 

PL Great projects he revolves. His father now 
Pie seeks in haste, now to his mother flies, 

And thus employ’d, with zealous speed improves 
The lucky interval Diego absent. 

And I excluded from these interviews ; 

Thou secst the opportunity for intrigue 
Is too inviting to bo overlook’d. 

1 know no further : but the guilty friendship 
Of Garcia and Salviati, once 
Call’d treason, now is call’d a slight imprudence : 
And that so oft repeated prate with thee, 

Which once was insolence, with other terms 
Is designated now a youthful fire : 

Askhat contempt lor individual power 
Whio^ he professes openly, I hear 
Now call’d a thoughtless eccentricity. 

Jpst indignation every clay ^1 see 
Arise in Cosmo ; but the senile flame 
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"""ify female artifice is soon t extinguish’d. 
fti short, this morning Garcia heard him^lf 
* Pronounced a traitor ; and this very day 
(Or ere ’tis closed) he hears himself from, all 
Exculpated, defended^ and exalted ; 

And even yet, perchance, he may bel^lJ 
Himself rewarded. * 

Du What indeed does that 
Import to us ? Shall I afflict myself 
That Garcia gains once more my father’s favour ? 
Perhaps this alone may lead him to reform ? 

PL And am 1 more invidious than thyself 
Of other men’s advantages ? But yet 
Tlf imposture grieves me, and e’en more than this 
The fatal and inevitable ruin 
Threatening our race, our father, and thyself. 

DL My father ? and myself? Say, what would 
Garcia ? 

What can he ? 

PL He would reign : and may indeed, 

If thou art silent. 

Di , lteign ? ... But have I not 
A sword ? 

PL Far different arms he wields. Ercwhile, 

A transient wrath against himself inflamed thee,* 
TtTbu know'st not how to hate, or recollect 
The injuries of others : but, if they 
Cherish them in the bottom of their hearts; 

If black and fervid anger rankle there. 

Ready at every instant to explode ... 4 

DL But rh’ impious # contegt Cosmo hath not yet 
Consign’d^ u deep oblivion ? . . . 

PL So I deem ; 
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But Garcia deems otherwise- 
Di. But^hou, 

Thou M'em’st to come to me to stir up strife. 

How can my brother injure ftie ? 

Pi. Indeed, 

I am the brie'll of discord 'twixt you both : 

Do thou, abandoning thy judgment, stand 
Securely in thy valour ; I, like thee, 

Might be secure, if 1 did love tboe less. 

Attribute it to thy propitious fate 
That l discover’d his design.: in time. 

Now at once thy security and ours 
Compel me to develope them to thee : 

For, had I wish’d t’ excite disturbances, 

I had divulged thorn only to my father: 

But yet I will go there, if thou refuse 
To hear me. 

Di, What has happen’d then ? Relate. 

Pi. The silent night with more than usual gloom 
Already is advanced. Within the grot 
Which terminates the hollow avenue, 

Embower’d in shade of lofty cypresses, 

Thither doth Salviuti now repair. 

By Garcia bidden, to a guilty council: 

Perchance already he is hidden there, 

And every moment there expects his friend. 

There they’ve agreed upon to fix the means 
Of final vengeance. I have learn’d the whole 
Fra. iJiim who was their chosen messenger, 
Praye\j, menaces, and vigilant espial, 

Much art and bribes, haye now disclosed to me 
The horrible mystery : in sliort . . . But what 
Do I behold ? For once at least I see 
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^Amazement stamp’d on thy intrepid face ! . , * 

Yet that which 1 affirm to thee is little :£ 

Do thou be irrefragabJy convinced 
With thy own ears; and be thy eyes alon£ 

The witnesses of my veracity. 

Di. But what a miscreant is he thepd' The day. 
The very day on which my father purdoils 
His past offences, new ones he projects. — 

He runs to certain ruin. 

Pi. But to it 

He first goads us. Thou know’st bv Salviati 
Thou art not less detested than thy father. 

Scarcely will Garcia have divulged to him 
That thou advisedst Cosmo first to slay him. 

Than he , . . 1 tremble io express it . . . Both 
Are madden’d with resentment , artifice 
To malice will he join’d; for stratagems 
The time is opportune ; . . . and wilt thou be 
Neglectful? Be so then: 1 fly to Cosmo, 

Come what come may. — The method 1 devise 
To obviate more mischief, to procure 
Deliverance for us ail ; and thou dost spurn it. 

My father then shall be resorted to ; 

And he, the witness of their trait’rous plot, 

With me shall go to them. 

• Ah no l desist: 

Think that a man can never be the accuser 
Who holds himself not viler than the accused. 

By what means would'st thou that 1 thwart the traitor 
Speak; I will do it. 

Pi. Thou should’st first lipar all: 

’Tis easy frt i. detected Stratagems 
To extricate oneself; thou may’st alone* 
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Without the interposition of thy father, 

When thou hast once convicted him of treason, 
Keep, with thy valour, Garcia at bay; 

Inspire his heart with salutafy fear; 

And even yet to duty’s path restore him. — 

Ah go ! already is the hour arrived : 

Now hide 'thyself within the gloomy grot; 

And there wilt thou hear unexpected things. 

Di- Thou dost Compel me to it ; and I yield. 
Although against my will that to this place 
My father may not be enticed by thee : 

He would inthet a too severe revenge. 

Pi. Ah yes ! I also tremble at the thought : 

Yet ’tis our duty to anticipate 

The ill designs of others . . . But methinks . . . 

I hear a noise ... it is himself. . . step softly . . . 

’Tis Garcia — Come, enter unseen ; make haste- 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Piero . 

Pi. At length lie’s salely lodged. — Pll hide my- 
self ; 

And listen to discover if I can 

Whether this other doth maintain his purpose* 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Garcia . 

G^\ Alas ! who doth impel my footsteps here ? 
Where am I ? . . . This most, assuredly 
The cave of death: Tor a most 'noble combat. 

In truth, oh Garcia, thou preparest thyself. 
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* Oh heaven ! what am 1 doing ? Innocence, 

Thou which wert heretofore my only b<fast. 

Thou art no longer mine : the impious blow 
I’ve pledged myself to« strike, . . and shrill I strike 
it ? . . . 

In every corner of this gloomy cave 4 
I hear a sound of death : and on myself • 

Alone I cannot now that death inflict. , , . 

Oil cruel destiny! . .. Night’s thickest shades 
Already cover all things ; and ’tis come, 

Nay, ’tis exceeded, the tremendous hour ! — 

Assuredly Piero did dispatch 

The messenger of death : why should I doubt ? 

Did Piero e’er delay to do a thing 

That might endanger others ? I he embassy, 

Too certainly vras sent ! . . . Unhappy friend ! 

Thou with security awaitest me, 

In the impious cave, destined to be thy tomb . . • 
Thy tomb ? , . . Shall l destroy thee ? Never, never. 
Why do I grasp thee, hated sword of Cosmo ? 

Far from me, cursed instrument ! . . . 

SCENE THE FOURTH* 

Eleonora , Garcia • 

Ele<, Oh son ! . . . 

Gar, Mother, w hence comest thou ? To rescue 
me 

From this commanded crime? 

Elc~ Oh heaven! To thee 
Thy cruel father sends me., 

Gar, What wills he*?* 

Eh* That I should come, alas 1 to ascertain 
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With these my cyek, if thou prepare thyself 
To obey hi n. This abominable task 
Belong’d to Piero ; but he found him not ; 

Hence he chose me . . . AJ$s ! and I to him 
Am instantly commanded to return. 

What shall I say to him ? 

(tar, That .atherto 

My hands are pure : ah, that my lips were so ! 

But, if I promised it, I now refuse 
That promise to fulfil, Go, tell him this . . , 

Etc. Oh heaven ! Dost thou not know, if I should 
dare 

To repeat this to him, I should expose thee 
To dreadful danger ? He is blind with rage . 

Gar, Let him be so ; and let him murder me ; 
This I expect. 

Etc, And Julia ? 

(tar. Oh that name ! . .. 

Etc. Take pity on her, if thou do refuse it 
Both to thy wretched mother and thyself. 

Gar, Go then, and say to him, . , . that I obey: 
Meanwhile without delay my Julia rescue • . . 

Etc, Rescue ! Does Cosmo trust to simple words? 
He, with his own eyes, here will see the victim. 

Ah son ! it tortures me to goaJ thee thus 
To an unworthy deed ; . . . but yet, . . . reflect ... " 

Gar, is it impossible that Julia then . . . 

Ele . I dare not tell thee all ; . . yet, if I’m silent . . 
% Gar . Speak, mother, speak at once. Tliou mak'st 
■ me tremble. 

Ele * While I confer with thee, . . Cosmo himself* * 
Holds o’er the bosodii of the trembling maid 
An uftsheathed dagger . 
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Gar. Oh atrocipus sight ! 

JStop, father, stop thy ar fli ; I win aesuw nun ; . „ 

I return quickly ; . . . stop; . . . thou shall behold me 
Sttimniing in blood..*. VS "here is my sword, my 
sword ? . . . # 

*Tis here ; I fly . . . Oh father . . . stop . .t I fty, 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Piero. 

Pi. Oh tHbu disciple of romantic virtue, 

Dost thou top tread expediency’s broad path? 

It were indeed a miracle, hadst thou 
Belied the character of ail our race ! — 

Now go, and plunge thou in a guiltless breast 
Thy reeking dagger, — What will thence ensue ? 

I do not know ; but be it what it may, 

The inextricable knot, which cbance and art 
Have emulously twined, the sword alone 
Can disentangle, — Let us hear . . • But what ? 

Do I hear Garcia return already ? 

He returns quickly. Should he have repented ? 

It is not, is not so; for I behold him 

Come like a man whom conscious guilt pursues. 

i, 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Garcia, Pie.ro . 

Gar. Vtflio art thou ? . . . Who . , . presents himself 
to me . . . 

Upon the thresholds of mortal i|ty & 

Pi. f by brother, Hefo .* . 

Gar . The sou at Cosmo t 
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iV. Ami thou, art thou pot so? 

( >(tr . I M), . . . > es * . . 

Now that 1 am a traitor. 

Pi. Ila*t thou slain hitti: w 

Gat. Dost thou not see if^ by my bteps, . * . my 
gestures, . . . 

My fault dlmg^Yoice, . . . the unaccustomed fear . . „ 
W Inch smites my heait ? 

Pi, I pitied thee before, 

Vml now much more. — Hut thou hast s^ved thy Julia. 
Gar. Oh heaven ! who knows if yet my father. . . 
Pi* Hence 

T lly to him. Soon as I bring to him 
Proof that by thy hand SalviQti fell, 

Julia will be in safety. 
day. Proof? Hehold 

My ^woid; it trickles yet with smoking blood. 

Go, take it td him . . . hut if it should meet 
1 Iis daughter’^ dyes, * « . oh heaven 1 , , * 

Pin But art thou Sure 
1 hou tookest aim efFtetively ? Fell he 
At the iii >t blow ? And spake he not ? 

Gar . Fear’st thou 

'That yet he is alive? Or doth it please thee 
To hear from me the atrocious narrative. 

To fill thy bosqm with malj^ant joy >* 

Thou bhalt be satisfied : ambtell it thou 
To my unnatural father. — » 

Soon as i enter’d in the cave I heard, 

AndNeem’d to see, my victim groping there, 

W ho had prec^dod me * I quickly raised 
My arm to smite him , but my arm dropped down . , 
Already I retreated ; when, rtietfiought, 
vot. in. c 
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A shriek fiom Julia, like a shriek ofdeSth, 

*1 heard, and vpite of me* it drew mu baefv. 

Hearing a foot-fall, Salviati rush’d 
Meanwhile towards thv entrance, and approach’d 
me. 

At once I planted, even to the hilt, 1 
The execrable dagger in his heart .. . * 

One sigh alone, one bursting sigh of death, 

Falling, he breathed . . . Oh horrible to tell ! . . . 

1 felt myself aspersed with spouting blood : 

A death-like dullness crept through nil my veins; . . 
And scarcely I restrain’d myself from falling 
Upon the bleeding corse . • . Wretch that J am ! . . . 
Groping with trembling hands, I scarcely gain’d 
The mouth of that abominable tomb . . . 

Hast beard enough ? — Dost thou exult in bearing ? 
PL Why should st thou wrong me thus ? — Fortune 
at least, 

In one respect, has been to thee propitious, 

That 1 alone beheld thee rjtiit this cave. — 

My hither w ill hereafter well know how 
To give what colour serves his purpose best 
To this calamity. Time cancels all things ; 

Even affliction }iclds at length to time. 

If thus ray father will’d, the guilt is his : 

Thanks, not dishonor, thou should’st reap from it. 
Besides, that lie especially will wish 
For ever to conceal it. — Claim thyself: 

Light is a crime that ne’er will be divulged. 

Car. Howards to me I — death now is my dEsert. 
Where shall 1 hide myself? This guiltless blood, 
With which I am potl died* and besmear’d. 

What could e’er cleanse it i Not my useless tears, 
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Nor the last dro t ) of all my blood could do it— 
Go thou It o Cosmo; yield him back his sword; 

Do thou receive his recompenses. Thou 
The cruel messenger of djeath didst send : 

Thou chdst exult, perfidious brother ! thou. 

That X became, as thou thyself art, base 
And hifamcrip. — Thou art the real son 
Of Cosmo — Go ; this instant leave me. — Where, 
Where can 1 ever from myself escape ? . . . 

Where shall I hide m 3 T sclf ? . . * Ah ! how shall X 
Sustain the glances of Diego now, * 

Now that he’s justified in calling me 
A traitor ? — of Diego, who, though dear 
To you, had never been himself a traitor ? • • • 

Oh rage ! . . . Oh irrecoverable shame 1 * . . 

PL Thou canst not instantaneously resume 
Collected thoughts . . . Appease thy just regrets : 
Meanwhile I will precede thee to thy father* 

I hope thy crime will always be unknown 
Both to Diego and to all mankind. 

Gar. All men shall know it ; such a punishment 
I have already to myself prescribed. 

That false suspicion may not fall on others. 

Obtain alone that I, on my arrival. 

Find that unhappy Julia restored 

To 'liberty ... It afterwards depends 

On me to ij$£iict just vengeance on my crime. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE T^IE FIRST. 

Cosn\o i Garcia . 

Cos, Advance, nearer advance. B;rh<yv! thou 
tremblest ! 

Do^t thou deserve reward or punishment ? 

What hast thou doafe ? This instant tell me all. 

Gar. Before to-day didst thou e’er see me trem- 
ble ? 

Thou oughtest to be well aware how fear 
•’ver accompanies a guilty conscience. 

Aly brief address, oli Cosmo, hear. At length 
J have, thou knowest, with my dastard hand 
Accomplish’d thy magnanimous revenge, 

And I was taught to expect that Julia’s safety 
Would recompense the murderer of her father. 

For tliou crewhtlc didst generously* promise 
That 1 should purchase by the blood of one 
The freedom of utiother innocent., 

Ah? tell me, hast thou then at last released 
Julia from chains ? Shall that most wretched maid 
Life and security at least retain ? 

tCoim Not only 1 release her, but with thee 
Will join her, if thou hast perform’d tfyedecd. 

Gar . Join her with me 1 oh crime Hath thinkest 
thou 

That I am so consummate^ thy son 
1 am thy son indeed, but not so much. 

If 1 have been* traitor* IfeaVbn know wherefore . . 
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Cos . Ti"ou better know'st thyself. But whence 

now * 

Thy mad audacity, thy pri/le, thy threats, < 

In thee redoubled? 

Gar . Whence ! Detiled with blood, 

I am th^insi^ment of thy commands, 

And should I not he swoln with liaughty thoughts l 
Since I am the most guilty, am I not 
Now the most dear to thee of all thy sons? 

Cos. Miscreant ! ere long and thou indeed wilt 
tremble . . . 

Gar . I trembled while I yet was innocent : 

Now am I reckless from despairing guilt. 

1 only ask of thee that thou would’st now 
Fulfil thy promise. My own destiny 
I have ere now fix’d, and fpr ever fix’d. 

Cos . JVIor& fix’d perchance my will. She ne’er 
shall be 

Released, if she is not thy consort first : 

Or thine or in eternal chains. Shall J 
Suffer her ancient rancour, her new wish 
To avenge her father's murder, to be brought 
A wedding dowry to another spouse ? 

Her’s thou alone . . . 

Ghr . Ah me ! what have I done ? . . * 

Oh what grt (hou ? . . . No . . . never . . . 

Cos. C&i&e ; this ought 
Not to afflict thee now : thou’rt cak’d upon 
First to convince me thaj^with thy own hand 
Thou hast slain Salviati. — Know'st thou this ? 

What proofs of it canst thau* adduce to me ? 

Gar . What proofs! Oh guilty grief! doth it not 
then 
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Suffice to foe a miscreant ? * Is there need ' 

Also to triumph in committed crimes? 

Ah, see my guilt upon my face engraved, 

See it cxultingly. My desperate deeds, 6 
My eyes, my gestures, una the tones of death 
Most audible in every word I utter, ^ # 

Do not they all express it ? And the blood 
With which I am defiled from head to foot, 

Yet crimson, smoking yet? 

Cos. I see that blood : 

But whose it is I have not yet discover'd. 

I only have obtain’d entire conviction 
That it is not the blood that I demanded. 

Car. Oh rage 1 and doubt ? . . . Then thither go 
thyself: 

Plant thou thy feet within the horrible cave ; 

That wretched victim in a lake of blood 
There wilt thou see extended. Go, and feed 
On the dire spectacle; go satisfy 
ISJot thy sight only, but thy other senses : 

Touch with thy hand the gaping wound of death ; 
Iced on his quivering heart ; and, tyger, drink 
in copious draughts its blood ; thy regal rage 
Pour out on that exanimated breast. 

twice, and four times, nay, a thousand times, 
Plunge iu that form that can contend no more 
Thy valorous dagge r : there make noble proof 
Of all thy prowess, — sceptred hero — there ; 

Thou hast no other p]ace.~~Unhcard-of death ! 
Unheard-of pangs ! I am a parricide. 

The son of Cosmo, 1 ; anti innocent 
That Cosmo would account me ! . . * 

Cos , Who denies 
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That thouVjt a miscreant, who ? Thou hast, I think r 
I nfiicted death ; hut not on him whose death, 
rrom the complexion of these perilous times, 
is no less mdispensable thaw just. 

Thou art, but not of an) 7 fo^ of mine, 

A murderer : more 1 know ndt ; hut ere long 
I shall knt>w ai>; quickly I shall behold 
With iny own eyes . . . 

Car. Hast thou not seen Piero? 

And said he not to thee that Salviati, 

Uv his contrivance, enter'd first the cave ? . • » 

Cos Yes, yes, Pier'* came, and said to me 
That Salviati in that cave this night 
-lath never enter’d, nor e’en thought to do it. 
Mother I now repair, where thou hast stain’d 
Thr soil with blood. If he lias not fall'll there, 

Mi .ble thyself. My lury, destined all 
To wreak itself on that devoted head. 

Who knows, perchance . . . to-day . . . may elsewhere 
. . . tall ... 

SCEr£ THE SECOND. 

Garcia. 

Gar . What do I hear ? Oh heaven ! that in that 
cave 

The feet of Salviati have not enter'd ! 

Piero says sol and to Cosmo says *t 1 
Oh hor-ible and fatal mystery ! 

Vhosc is that blood then that I thus have shed ? 
l h how 1 shudder with affright, ! . . . But yet, 

What other murder were a crime like this ? 

Ah * were it true that this my impious hand 
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Had slain all others rather than fiimsclf L . . 

■Whom hast thou then destroy'd? . . I well rememhei, 
1 That when I issued breathless from the cave 
Piero stood before me suddenly. 

With hesitating looks . What did he say ? 

Oh, well I recollect; . he was disturb’d 1 , 

And manifested great anxiety ** 1 

T o hear my narrative : for me he waited : 

His words wtjre broken, doubtful, apprehensive * . • 
Nor SalviatPs danger, nor my own, 

Could ever wake in him such agony , , . 

K Perhaps he himself within that grot had laid 
Some snare for my destruction ! . . . Yet the ipati 
Whom I transfix’d appear’d to me unarm’d, 
f was the first to assault him : he spake not . . . 
What boots it? . . - More obscure than threefold 
night, 

Who, except Cosmo or Piero, can 
Unravel thee, thou horrid mystery ? 

But. more and more I feel myself o’erwhelm’d 
Willi unaccustom’d fear : within my heart 
An unknown terror rises, — Oh, suspense, 

Oh thou the cfiief and worst of ills, no more. 

No more thy torments will I thus embosom ! 

Thither I go ; thither I go myself, 

"**'0 see what death ... 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

. Eleonora, Garcia . 

Ele, Oh son ! what hast thou done ? 
i iy hence . . . ah Hy ! . «*.* 

Gar. Fly 1 . . . 1 1 . . . and wherefore ? whither ? 
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Ele. Fly* fly, oh® son ! . . . 

Gar* Alt no ! I will not»fly. v 

My father, on my ruin bent, contrived 
The crime, whate’er it be. I fly not, no. 

Ele. Ati ! it thou carest for thyself, for us, 

For me, withdraw thyself \Wthout delay 
From thcjftrst violence of thy father^ fury. 

Gar. Fury! what have I done? and what can add 
Force to his natural ferocity ? 

Ele . llear’st thou ? — On every side with piercing 
cries 

The palace echoes. — What canst thou have done ? 
Preceded by a hundred torches, Cosmo 
Enragfcd within the grotto ran ; in arms 
Others pursued him : all at once cried out 
The name of Garcia. What canst thou have done ? 
Thou knQj^st him well; ah fly! — Oh heaven! ho 
comes ! 

What stunning clamour ! Didst thou hear the cry ? 
“ Treason ! and to the traitor !” , . . Oh my sou ! 

Gar. The treason is from Cosuaoj Cosmo is 
The traitor ; but Pm doom’d to be the victim ; 

I have deserved it. Let him come ; I fear not. 

Ele . Ah wretched me ! with sword unsheath’d . , . 
At least 

Shelter in these my arms . • . 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Eleonora , Garcia , Cosmo , with naked Sword, Guards 
with Torches and Arms. 

Cos. On every side • * * 

c2 
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Close up the avenues — Where ii the trritor ? 

Slunk to his mother’s arms. In vain . . 

Gar. From thence 

I've freed myself What wouldest thou with me ? 
AVhat have 1 done ? * 

Kle • Pity ! thou art a/Tatlier . . . 

Cos. I was once. 

J'Jc. Oh heavens ! . . . 

Gar . What have I done ? 

Cos. Askest thou that, when thou hast slain Diego? 
Kle. My son ! . , . 

Gar. My brother . 

Cos. I.ady, get thee hence . . . 

Kle. Yet he's thy son . . . 

Gar. Behold my breast ... 

Kle. Ah ! pause . . . 

Cos. Die ! die ! 

Kle. Thy soul . . . Oh blow 
Cut. Impious ! is he 
To thee a son, he who hath slain a son : 

Gar. Wc all . . . fire impious . . . Never did the day 
Visit a more flagitious race than ours. — 

Father ... I swear to thee ... I knew it not . . , 

If. . . by this hand of mine . . . Diego fell, 

Piero , . . plann’d . . . the execrable scheme, 
jbiither . . . I . . . die . . . and dying ... I invoke . . . 
The heavens ... to witness . « • that ... I speak the 
truth. 

Cos. Beloved Diego ! I lose thee ! . . Oh heavens ) . . 


" Slift fail* »iu u‘ swoon, 
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And in thojifc-blood of another son 
Pve bathed this dagger ! Jn the arms of death 
My consort lies : . . . on tny remaining son 
Frightful suspicions fall . .4 Oh state ! . . . To whom 
Fan I no,y turn ? . . . Alas >, . . In whom confide ? 
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Abner. 


AiriMEBTCII. 

JVIu IIAL,, 

Soldiers of the Israelite's 
Soldiers of the Philistine '. 


Scene, — T in Camp ot tht Israelites in Gilboa, 


ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE HIE riJIST* 

DcttiiL 

I)a. Here, God omnipotent, wilt then that I 
Restrain that C00tft& to vtlucli thou hast imped’d me ; 
Here will I stand I hose are Gilhoa’s mountains. 
Now forming Israel’*. camp, exposed in tiont 
To the impious Philistine. Ah, that l 
Might fall to-day beneath the enemy’s suotd ! 
ftut death awaits me from the hand ot Saul. 

Ah cruel and infatuate^) Saul, 

Who, n ithout giving him a moment’s respite. 
Through caverns, and o’er cliffs, dost chase thy 
champion. 

And, notwithstanding D$vjd formerly 
Was thy defender s all th}' co^fitjcnce 
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In me hadst thou reposed ; me didst thou raise 
To honour* ^pinnacle ; and us a spouse 
I w as by thee selected^# thy daughter • . , 

But, as an inauspicious dowiy, thou 
Didst ask of me, dissevered A(#n thy fpes, 

A hundred Iieads : and I havp hroughjj of them 
To thee, faithfully brought, a double 'harvest . . . 

But Saul, I deafty see, in thought is stricken ; 

Long* bath he been so ; to an evil spirit 
H is 0od abandons life perverted mind : 

Oh Heaven ! Distracted mortals, what are we 
If God forsake us ? — Night, do |hou soon yield 
Thy shades to the glad sun ; for he to-day 
The witness of a geperous enterprise 
Is destined to shinp;$>^h. Gilboa* thou 
Shalt, to the latest ages, be renown’d; 

They shall record of thee, that David here 
Himself surrendered to ferocious Saul.— 

March forth, oh Israel, from thy peaceful tents ; 
March forth from them, oh King : I challenge you 
To-day to witness, if 1 yet am versed 
In military arts. And march thot*«&rth, 

Impious Philistine ; march thou forth, and see 
Whether my sword have yet the powir : to smite, 

SCENE fk&fcSECOND. 

J onai}ian> David* 

& \i t ji f , * 

Jon . What voice Itath caugnl pjy ears ? I hear a 
voice 

Skilful to penetrate ni&y heart. 

Da. Who comes ? . , » * 

Oli that the dawn wopldpse ! Fairt would not I 
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Like a ba^ fugitive present my elf. . 

Jon . What ! ho ! W1 k) art thou i Nftar the roya 
tent, . ^ 

What is thy business ? ©peak. 

Da. ’Tis Jonathan. t. * 

Courage.— A ^on of fim, and Israel’s stay, 

Am I. PhilUftia tremolos at my name. f 

Jon . What do I hear ? Ah 1 Ddvift nould alone 
Thus answer. 

Da. Jonathan . . . 

Jon. My brother . . . David ! 

Da. Oh joy ! ... To thee . . . 

Jon. And can it then be true ? 

Thou in Gilboa ? Fear’st thou not my father ? 

I tremble for thee ! . . . M l 
Da. Wherefore speak’st thou thus ? 

Death present, in the fight, a thousand times 
Have I beheld and braved : for a long time 
I have since fled thy father’s unjust rage; 

But to the valiant fear alone is death. 

No longer now J fear ; with mighty danger 
The monarch, and his people, are encompass’d , 
Shall David be the recreant meanwhile 
To skulk sedufely in untrodden forests ? 

While imminent o’er you the weapons hang 
Of the unfaithful, shall I lake a thought 
Of my owultyfcty ? I cQtnc here to die ; 

But, like a hero^ in -«py 'Countjy’s cause, 

Amid the clash of Minis, and ih the camp, 

And for that very ill-requiting Saul 
Who now pursues me with the cry of death. 

Jon J Oh virtue, worthy David ! God’s elect 
Thounrt assuredly. That Cjod hath sent 



His angel asjiis mir’ster to guard thee,. 

Who with silch superhuman, thoughts inspires 
Thy lofty heart. — YeLto the monarch’s presence 
How shall I bring thee ? He believes, or feigns, 
That thou art enroll’d amoat' his enemies ; 

And taxes thee with treacMry;aud rebellion. 

Da . AIjjsI too forcibly he tempted me 
To seek a refuge %, mid the foes of Israel. 

But W those foes impugn him with their arms, 

I war with them, for him, till they’re subdued. 

Then let him afterwards repeat to me 
My ancient recompense, — *his hate and death. 

Jon . Unhappy father ! There arc who deceive 
him. 

Perfidious Abner, a dissembling friend. 

Is ever at his side. The ghastly demon, 

That hath possess’d, and subjugates his heart, 

At least bestows on him a transient respite ; 

But Abner’s unrelenting artifice 
Never forsakes him. He alone is heard, 
lie only; he alone is loved. Tq Saul, 

Like a malignant parasite, he paints 
All that surpasses his frail excellence, 

As dangerous and uncertain. With lather. 

In vain thy wife and I . . . 

Da. My wife ! Loved name ? 

Where is my faithful Michal, where ? |)oes she, 
Spite of her cruel father, love jpe y et f 
Jon . Love thee, say’st thodf? • . . She, too, is in 
the camp. . . 

Da. Oh Heaven ! Shall I behold her then ? Qh 
joy! • » * 

How came she in the eftmp i • • * 
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Joiu Her father felt (l 

Pity for her ; alone he would not Jeave*her, 

A victim to her sorrow,, in tb£ palace ; 

And even she, though always sad, affords 
To him some comfort ,tAh ! sinoe thy departure, 
Our house, indeed, hW>>cen the Ipuse of tears. 

Da. Beloved spouse ! Thy renovating ,*ook 
Will banish every thought of past <!?istriess ; 

Banish all thoughts of suffering to come, 

Jon . Ah, liadst thou seen her ! . . . Scarcely had 
she lost thee, 

When every ornament her grief disdain’d ; 

With loathsome ashes her dishevcll’d hair ; 

With desolation, pallidness, and tears, 

And leanness, w as her countenance disfigured ; 
Profound mute grief sat on her trembling heart. 

A. thousand times each day she prostrate fell 
Belore her father; and with sobs exclaim’d, 

€t Restore my David, thou who gav’st him to me.” 
Her garments thence she rent ; and, Weeping, bathed 
Hei father’A hand, that even l>e shed tears. 

Who coi.ld refrain ?— Abner alone ; and he 
Insisted that, half dead e’en as she w&s, 

She should Wsevev’d from her lather’s feet. 

Da. Oh sight ! Oh what dost thou recount to me ? 
Jon . Would it were not the ,|ruth i ... At thy de- 

paif*™ . , * , 

Peace, glory/ 1 enterprise arms^ departed. 

The hearts of Israel are bmmib’d with dread ; 
Philig$%’s%pns, jyho heretofore appear’d 
Mere ^rip!ii1g&&hen we fought beneath thy banners, 
Now> since no more \w4iav«4fiee for our leader, 
With port colossal stalk before our eyes : 
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Pent in this ’/alley, mmdless^of ourselves, 
Threats, insults, and derision, we endure* 

Whv should we wonder ? Israel hath at onct 
In David lot her judgment *\nd her sword. 

I, who, pursuing thy heroic fteps, 

Elate with conscious glory trld'thc cvtfnp, 

Now feel nfy right 'hand impotent to smite. 

Now that so often l behold thee, David, 

Exposed to hardship*, sever'd from my side. 
Pursued by danger, now ho more 1 seem 
To combat for mv monarch, and my father, 

My wile, my children ; far more dear to me 
Art thou than country, father, wife, and sons . . . 

Da. Thou lovest me, ami more fiian 1 deserve 
May God reward thy love . . * 

Jon . The God of justice, 

The swift rewatder of true excellence. 

He is with thee. By dying Samuel wert thou 
In Kama recognized ; the sacred lips 
Of the anointed prophet, by whose means 
My sire was crow n'd, great marvels prophesied 
Of thee in after times : hence, in my sight 
Thy life is no less sacred than beloveds 
TIP insidious perils of the court alone 
For thee alarm me ; not those of the camp. 

But death, and treachery, death's liarjpipger, 
Round these pavilion# hover evermore; ' 

Death, Abner gives it ; often Sfcul commands it 
Ah, David ! hide thyself; until, at least, 

The mountain echo with the warlike truettpet. 
To-day 1 deem that wg ^liaH compclPd 
To meet our foes. 

Da. And shall a valorous deed 
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Be like a scheme of guil # t by stealth transacted ? 

Saul shall behold me ere I meet my foes. 

1 bring with rue what, must confound ; what must 
Ilcform tlie hardest of all hardened heartr, 

I bring; and first the My of the king, 

Then that of fjqstile Swfcrds, 1 will confront.— 

What canst thoft say, oh king, if l/o thefi 
Bend; as thy servant, my submissive brows ? 

I who, the husband of thy daughter, ask 
Pardon of thee for ne’er committed faults : 

Thy ancient champion t ; who in the jaws 
Of mortal danger, as thy comrade, shield. 

Or victim, oiler how myself to thee. — 

The sacred old njan dying greeted me 
In Rama, and address’d me like a father; 

And in my arms expired. As his own son 
He formerly loved Saul ; but what reward 
Had he for this ? The holy, dying man, 

Enjoin’d my love and fealty to the king, 

Not less than blind obedience to my God. 

His latest words shall be, e’en till I die. 

Indelibly engraven on my heart : 

“ Ah, wretd^d Saul ! if thou art not more wise, 
u The wrath of the Most High will fall upon thee.’* 
This Samuel said to me* — My Jonathan, 

Fain would I §ee thee from the just revenge 
Of Heaven fikempt: and thou,; l trust, shall be: 
And so we all shall be ; and Sadi, who yet 
May pardon seek, and reconcilement gain. 

Ah woe, if th* everlasting send his bolt 
Of vengeance from thp gapjn^ firmament ! 

Thou kaovwkt, that often in the fierce career 
Of his retributory punishments, 
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He hath involved the guiltless with the guilty# 

fli> irresistible, impetuous Hash 

On earth rebounds, extii pate*, and dissolves, 

With the intended reprobated ylant, 

The flowers, the fruits, the foi a^e of the rest. 

Jon. Davicf can, with his Gdd, do much for Saul. 
Oft in the visions flf the night Pve seen thee, 

And so sublime in look, that at thy feet 
Prostrate Pvc fallen. — More I shall not say; 

Nor more should’st thou to me. Long as 1 live, 

I swear, that sword of Saul shall ne’er descend 
To injure thee, no never. But, oh Heaven ! 

How can 1 screen thee from vile stratagems ? • * . 
Here, ’mid the pleasures of the costly banquet. 
Hero, ’mid th’ accordance of bewitching sounds, 

Is poison oft imbibed in faithless gold. 

All ! who from this can guard thee ? 

Da. Israel’s God, 

If I deserve deliverance ; not a host, 

If I deserve destruction.~-But inform me* 

Can 1 now see my wife before my father ? 

Till the dawn breaks I would not enter there . . . 

Jon. On downy plumes doth she await the day J 
Before the dawn she duly comes to xqe 
To weep thy absence ; and together here 
We put Up prayers to God for our sick father ... 
Behold ! a form in white not far from u$ 

Gleams indistinctly : perhaps it is she : 

A little step aside, and listen to her : 

But if it be another, do not now, 

I pray thee, shew thyself, ♦ • 
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fcO^NF THE till 
Micfuil, Jonathan . 

j\/£. Long hated night, wilt thou, ne’er disap* 
peflr ?...*■ ^ 

But doth the stin, indeed, for me^irise * 

The harbinger of joy ? Ah wretched me ! 

Pi bt I in evei lasting darkness pine ! — 

Hast thou, my brother, left thy bed the earliest ? 
Yet, certainly, my frame, that never rests, 

Was most exhausted. But how can I rest 
On easy pillow^, while on the hard earth. 

Banish’d, a fugitive, within the dens 

Of cruel beasts, and watch’d by ambush’d foes, 

My David lies ? Ah, father, fiercer far 
Than ravening monsterf \of the wilderness ! 
Hard-hearted SauJ 1 Thou takest from th^ child 
Her husband, and takw not her life ? — 

Hear me, my forothpb We ho more 1 tarry : 

’Twill be a noble deoa if thou go with me : 

But if thou go not, 1 alone will venture 
His footsteps to retrace. I am resolved 
To find my husband, or to suffer death. 

Jt>n. Delajpa little while ; and drv thy £ears . 
Perhaps our David will come to Gillum . . * 

Ali. What say’st thou i Can he e’er approach 
the place ^ f 
Which Saul inhabits >Y. • 

Jon* David will be drawn, 

Drawn irresistibly bydiis fond heart, 

And his unswerving constancy, t’ approach 
The place where Jonathan anti Michal dwell. 
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Dost thou not ;hink that his prevailing love 
Can bid defiance to the power of fear? 

And wouldn't thou wonder if he datfed come hither? 

Mi. Oh, T, should tremble tor his life , . . But yet 
The seeing him would make ne... 

Jon. And if lie 1 

I eai’d nothing ? . .^nnd should he with arguments 
Deiend his vent’rous cnteipri^e ? — flie lung. 

Less tetrible in his ad\eisity 

Than in prospoiity, bewildered stands, 

His powers mis>ti usting ; this thou know’bt full well, 
bince the itn incible ught-hand of David 
i ; or linn disperses not yon hostile ranks, 

Saul feai»; but, arrogant, be speaks it not. 

Each of us in his face can well decern 
That hopes of victory aie not in his heart. 

Perhaps this moment he woujdj sec thy spouse, 

Mi> Yes, it is true perhaps} but he is fer ; . . . 

\h ! w hei e ? . . . and in what j? . * . 

Jon . More than thou thinks f 
* Ie is near to thee. 

Mi. Heavens ! . . . why mock me thus ? . . . 

&CLNL TI1C FOURTH. 

l)avid 9 MteJwl, Jonathan . 

JOa. Thy tepousc is at thy side. 

Mi. Oli voice ! . . . oil sight J* . . 

1 cannot speak for joy 1 — SupMhc amazement | • . 
And is it true that 1 at last embrace thee ? . , . 

Da. Beloved wife 1 . Hard has nay absence 

been ! . . . 

Death, if I’m doom’d to flieet with thee to-day, 
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But only for an instant: after that, 

Never, no never, will I leave thee hiore. 

Yet first would I see thee conceal’d in safety. 
Behold! dost thou not see a spacious gnot 
In the recesses of that ‘gloomy wood ? 

There oft have I invoked thee, fronaifthe world 
Retired, and sigh’d for thee, and^thought on thee ; 
There with my bitter tears have 1 bedew’d 
The rugged stones : in thte conceal thyself, 

Till the fit time come f$R discovering thee. 

Da. In all things, IVJichaJ, 1 would yield to thee. 
Go in implicit trust : fafttfon poll’d 
By a sure instinfct, and at random act not ; 

I love you both ; for your sakes do I live ; 

An<f in Jehovah oqjy I confide. 

ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE TIIE FIRST. 

Sanl t ;4hner. 

*€a* Tms dawn how Splendid ! Th* universal sun 
ibises not wrapt i#a bloody sluowd ; 

. He seerrll to promise a propitious day. — 

Oh, my past years ! where novi^r© ye all fled ? 
Saul never from his n)artiM ;bea,Tnl now. 

Rose in the camp, without the certain trust 
That, ere at eve his pillow he resumed, 

Jle should be victor. ^ 

Ah . Wherefore now, oh king, 

D$st thou despair ? t IJastthou not heretofore 
Routed the squadrons of Philistia’s host? 

Abner assures thee, that, as to this fight, 



73 


ACT THE SECOND. 

I 

Thou com'slf more tardily, whence shalt thou reap 
From its result unprecedented fame. 

S( z. Oh, Abner, with what different eyes do youth 
And hoarymge contemplate the events 
Of human life. When with a well-knit arm 
I grasp’d this ponderous antPgnarlcd spear. 

Which nov$ I scarcely sway, I ill conceived 
The possibility of self-mistrust ... 

But 1 have now not only lost my youth .. . 

Ah ! were th’ invincible right-hand of God 
E’en yeiSkith me ! ... or were with me at least 
David, m champion ! . . . 

Ah. What then are we ? 

Perhaps without him wc no longer conquer ? 

If 1 thought that; I never would'' unsheathe 
My sword agahfiy except to pierce my heart. 

David, who is the first and only cause 
Of all thy misadventures . . . 

&a. Thou’rt deceived. — 

All my calamities may be referr’d 

To a more terrible cause.,*. And what l Would’st 

thou ’ ^ 

Conceal from me the horror of my state ? ^ 

Ah ! were 1 not a father, as I am, 

Alas ! too certaittiyyof much- loved children, • . . 
Would I have now life, victory, or the throne ? * . . 

I should already, and a long time since, 

Headlong have cast myself ’mid hostile sword$: 

I should already, thus at least, al once 
Hove closed the horrible life that I drag on. 

How many years have no,V pj$£, since a smile * 
Was seen to play upon my lips ? My children, 

VOL. hi* -i D 
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Whom still I Jove so much, if they carep me, 

For the most part inflame my heart to rage . .. 
Impatient, fierce, incensed, and turbulent, 

I am a burthen to myself and others ; < 

In peace I wish for war, in war for peace : 

Poison conceal’d I drink in every cup', 

In every friend I see an enemy ; .«* 

The softest carpets of Assyria seem 
Planted with thorns to my^unsolaccd limb3 ; 

My transient sleep is agonized with fear; 

Each dream with imaged terrors that distinct me. 
Why should 1 add to this dark catalogue ? 

Who would believe it ? The sonorous trumpet 
Speaks to my ears in an appalling voice ; 

And fills the heart of Saul with deep dismay. 

Thou scest clearly that Saul’s tottering house 
Is desolate, bereft of all its splendour ; 

Thou scest that God hath cast me off for ever. 

And thou thyself (too well thou know’st the truth) 
Dost sometimes, as thou art, appear to me 
My kinsman,' champion, and my real friend, 

The leader of my armies, the support 
Of my renown ; and sometimes dost appear 
The interested minion of a court, 

Hos tile, invidious, crafty, and a traitor. 

Ab . Now, Saul, that thou hast thus regain’d thy 
reason, 

Do thou, I pray thee, to thy mind recall 
Each past transaction ! Art thou not aware 
That all the wounds of thy afflicted heart 
From Rama spring ; yfca, from the dwelling spring 
Of Rama’s many prophets. Who to thee 
First dared to say, that God had^cast thee off? 
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TV audac^us, turbulent, t and crafty seer, 

TV ambitious, doting priest, whose palsying words * 
His scycophantic worshippers repeat. 

The royajl wreath, which he thought his, he saw 
With jealous eyes glittering upon thy brows. 
Already he accounted it er^tfined 
Around his hoary locks; when lo ! the voice, 

TV unanimous, acclamatory voice, 

Of Israel’s people, to the wind dispersed 
His wishes, and a warrior king preferred. 

This is thy crime, this only. Hence, when thou 
Ceasedst to be subordinate to him, 

He ceased to call thee the elect of God. 

This, this alone at first disturb’d thy reason* 

And David’s hierophantic eloquence 
The injury completed. He in arms 
Was valiant, I deny it not ; but still 
He was implicitly the tool of Samuel, 

And fitter for the altar than the camp : 

In arm a warrior, but in heart a priest. 

Of every adventitious ornament 

Be truth divested ; thou dost know the truth. 

I from thy blood am sprung ; what constitutes 
Thy glory, constitutes my glory too ; 

But David, no, can never raise himself. 

If first he tread not Saul beneath his feet. 

*Sa. David ? . . . I hate him . - . But yet I to him 
Have yielded as a consort my own daughter , . . 

Ah ! thou canst, never know. — That self-same voice 
Imperative and visionary voice, 

Which as a youth my nightly* slumbers broke, 

When I in privacy obscurely lived 

Far from the throne, and all aspiring thoughts, 
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For sundry nights hath tliE^t same voice baen heard 
In menacing, denunciatory tones ; 

Like the deep murmur ot‘ the stormy waves, 
Thundering repulsively, to me it cried, — 
u Depart, depart, oh Saul.” — The sacred aspect, 
The venerable aspect of the prophet, 

Which 1 had seen in dreams before l'o had 
Made manifest that God had chosen me 
For Israel’s king, that Samuel, in a dream, 

Mow with far different aspect 1 behold. 

I, from a hollow, deep, and horrible vale, 

Behold him sitting on a radiant mount: 

David is humbly prostrate at his feet : 

The holy prophet on his foiehcad pours 
The consecrated oil : with th' oilier hand 
Stretch’d to my head, a hundred cubits length, 

He snatches from my brow the royal crown, 

And would replace it on the brow of David : 

But, would’st thou think it ? David prostrate falls, 
W 7 it.h piteous gesture, at the prophet’s feet, 

Refusing to receive it : and he weeps. 

And cries, and intercedes so fervently, 

That he refits it on my head at last . . . 

— Oh spectacle!— Oh David, generous David ! 
Then thou art yet obedient to thy king ? 

My son ? my faithful subject ? and my friend ? . . . 
Distraction ! . . . Would’st thou take from me my 
crown ? 

Thou, who dared’st do it, insolent old man, 

Tremble . . . W ho art thou ? . . . Let him die at once 
W ho e’en conceived the thought.— Alas, alas ! 

1 rave like one distracted ! . . . 

Ab* Let him die ; 
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Let Davidldie alone: and with him vanish 
Dreams, terrors, omens, and distresses. 

• SCENE THE SECOND. 

y Jonathan, Mick at, Saul, Aimer . 

Jon. l*cace % 

Be with my king. 

ML And God be with my father. 

Sa . Grief always is with me. — I rose to-day 
Before my custom’d hour, in joyful hope . . . 

But, like a vapour of the desert, hope 
Hath disappear’d already. — Oil my son. 

What boots it now the battle to defer ? 

To dread defeat is worse than to endure ir. 

And let us once endure it : — Let us fight 
To-day ; I will it. 

Jon . We to-day shall conquer. 

Father, resume thy hopes : hope never shone 
With more authentic brightness on thy prospects- 
Ah, recompose thy looks ! my heart is big 
With presages of victory. Ail this plain 
Shall with the bodies of our foes be cover’d; 

And to the ravenous vultures will we leave 
A horrid banquet . . . 

Mi. To a calmer spot 
Within thy palace we will soon repair, 

Oh father. There, amid thy palms enthroned, 
Joyful thyself, thou, by restoring to her 
Her much-loved husband, wilt restore to life 
Thy desolate daughter*. . * 

Sa. . . . Evermore in tears ? . . . 

Are these, indeed, the pleasing objects doom’d 
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To renovate Saul’s languid, wither’d mintl ? 

Art thou a solace thus to my just grief? 

Daughter of tears, depart ; go ; leave me ; vanish. 
Mi. Alas ! . . . Thou would’st not, father, that I 
wept ? . . . 

Father, and who in evci listing tears 
Now keeps me, if not thou ? 

Jon . .Refrain ; would’st thou 
Be irksome to thy father ?— Saul, take comfort : 

A minister of war and victory 

Stands in the camp : a spirit of salvation, 

With dawning light descended from the skies, 
Which o’er all Israel’s host will spread to-day 
Mis brooding wings. A certainty of conquest, 

E’en to thy heart* will quickly circulate. 

Sa . Now, perhaps, thou would’st that I should 
take a part 

In thy w T eak transports ? I ? — What victory ? 

What spirit comes ? . . . Let us all weep. To-day 
, That venerable oak, torn up, will shew 
* Its squalid roots, where heretofore it spread 
Its stately branches to the gales of Heaven. 

All, all is weeping, tempest, blood, and death. 

Rend, rend your garments ; scatter on your hair 
Polluting dust. Yes, this day is the last ; 

To us the final day. 

Aib. Oft have I said it : 

Your importuning presence evermore 
Redoubles his fierce pangs. 

Mu And what ? Must we 
Leave our beloved father*? * 

Jon . At his side 

Presmnest thou alone to stand ? Dq t thou 
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Presume th'ft in thy hands > . . . 

Sa. What, what is this ? 

Page sits upon the faces of my sons. 

Who, who has wrong’d them ? Abner, thou per- 
chance ? 

These are tny blood; dost \\ot know that ? . . . Re- 
fhembej — 

Jon* Ah yes ! we are thy blood ; and for thy sake 
Hold ourselves ready all our blood to shed . . . 

AIL When at thy hands my consort I require, 
Am I by selfish love alone impeil’d ? 

I ask of time the champion of thy people, 

The terror of Philistia, thy defender. 

In thy disconsolate fantastic hours, 

And in thy fatal presages of death. 

Ah ! did not David sometimes solace thee 
With his celestial music? Was not he 
A beam of joy to thy benighted soul ? 

Jon . And I, thou knowest if I wear a sw r ord. 

But. w hat boots that, if the resounding steps 
Of Israel’s warrior to my steps give not 
The law supreme ? Should we of fighting speak 
Were David here? We had already conquer’d. 

Sa, Oh times long past ! . . Oh my illustrious days 
Of joyful victory 1 . . Lo! they throng before me — 
Triumphant images of past success. 

1 from the camp return, with bloody sweat 
All cover’d, and with honourable dust. 

And praises to the Lord ... I praise the Lord 1 
The ears of God are deafen'd to my voice ; v 
Mute is my lip . . . Whore & any glory, where ? 
Where is the blo&d of my slain enemies ? 

Jon. Thau wquld ! st have all in David . . . 
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Mu But \^ith thee 
4 I)avid is not, oh no * to banishment 
- Thou drov’st him from thy presence, soughl’st his 
death . . . 

David, thy son, thy noblest ornament, 

Modest and docile ; more than lightning jwiflt 
To obey thee; and in loving thee more warm 
Than thy own children. Father, ah ! desist . . . 

Sa. Tears from my eyes are gushing 1 Who hath 
thus 

Forced me to uriaccustomM tenderness ? . . . 

Compel me not to weep. 

Ah* I counsel thee, 

Oh king, withdraw from hence to thy pavilion. 

Thy marshall’ d forces, ready tor the combat. 

Ere long 1 will display to thee Now come ; 

And be convinced that nothing is in David . . . 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

David, Saul , Abner , Jonathan , MichaU 

Da . .. . Except his innocence. 

Sa . What do 1 see ? 

Mi . Oh heaven ! 

Jon . What hast thou done ? 

Ab. Audacious . . . 

J oil • Father . . . 

Mi. Father, he is my spouse ; to me thou gav’st 
him. 

Sa . Oh what a sight is this ! 

Da • Oh Saul, my kii\g<*; 4 
Thou dost demand this head; for a long time 
Already hast thou sought it ; here it is ; 



ACT tHE SECOND. 


81 


Sever it mw ... *fis thine. 

Sa. What do I hear ? * „ 

Oh David . . . David ! God doth speak in thee. 

A God ttj-day hither hath brought thee to me . . . 

Da. Yes, monarch ; he who is the God alone ; 

He who irj Ela prompted me. to meet, 

Although a stripling and yet inexpert. 

The menacing cblossal arrogance 
Of fierce Goliah, clad in complete mail : 

That God who thence on thy tremendous arms 
Heap’d victory on victory ; and who. 

In his designs always inscrutable. 

Chose, as an instrument, my obscure hand 
For signal exploits : hither now that God 
Doth usher me to thee with victory, 

Now as thou likest best, a simple warrior, 

Or leader of thy bands, if 1 deserve 
Such a distinction, take me. On the earth 
First let thy foes be strewn : by the keen breath 
Of northern blasts be all the clouds dispersed 
That gather round thy intercepted throne : 

Then shalt thou afterwards with death reward me. 
Nor one faint struggle, nor a single thought, 

Should my death cost thee. Thou, oh king, shalt 
say, 

u Be David slain and Abner instantly 

Shall slay me — 1 will grasp nor sword nor shield; 

Within the palace of my absolute loid 

All weapons misbecome me except patience, 

Humility, and prayers, and passive love, 

And innocence. I ou^ht, #if God so will, 

Die as thy son, not as thy enemy. 

Thus was the sou of the first ancestor 

% 
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Of Israel’s people ready to resign, 

.On the great mount, his sacrificial blood ; 

Nor did a gesture or a word escape 
Belying perfect passiveness in him : 

Already had his father raised one hand 
To slay him, while he fondly kiss’d the other.— 
Saul gave my life ; Said takes that* life away : 
Through him I gain’d re nown ; through him I lose it : 
He made me great, and now he makes me nothing. 

Sa. Oh, what a thick mist from my aged eyes 
Those words disperse! What voice sounds in my 
heart ? 

David, thou speakest as a man of valour, 

And valiant were thy deeds ; but, blind with pride. 
Thou dar’dst despise me afterwards ; dar’dst raise 
Thyself above me ; to my praise pretend, 

And clothe thyself with my reflected light. 

And, were I not thy king, does it become 
A warrior, entering on the paths of fame, 

His hoary predecessor to despise? 

Thou, great in all things, wert not so in this. 

Of thee the daughters of my people sung: 

“ David the valiant, his ten thousands slew; 
t( Saul slew his thousands.” To my inmost heart, 
David, thou woundedst me. Why saidst thou not, 

<( Saul in his youth not only slew a thousand, 
u But thousand thousands : he the warrior is ; 
a Me he created.” 

Da . I indeed said this; 

But those who to thy hearing gain’d access, 

More loudly cried : “ powerful David is : 

“ In all men’s mouths, and in the hearts of many; 

If thou, Saul, slay him not, who will restrain him 1° 
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With less of art, abd more of verity, 

What said mot Abner to the king ? “ Ah, David 
“ Too mucli surpasses me; hence 1 abhor him ; 
u Hence envy, fear him, hence I wish him dead.” 

Ab • Miscreant 1 the day that thou clandestinely 
Didst with thy prophets traitorously cabal ; 

When fcgr thy monarch thou didst spread in secret 
Infamous snares; when shelter thou didst seek 
E’en in the bosom of Philistia’s sons ; 

And with impure foes spending days profane. 

Didst meanwhile with domestic traitors hold 
A secret commerce : now do I perchance 
Only allege this ? or didst thou not do it ? 

At first, who more install’d thee than myself 
Within thy monarch’s heart? Who prompted him 
To give thee Michai? Abner . . he alone . . . 

Mi. 9 Pwas I, l at my father’s hand obtain’d 
David as consort ; his I sought to he ; 

I, smitten by his virtue. He inspired 
My earliest sighs ; the idol of my heart, 

My hope, my life he was, and he alone. 

Although disguised in base obscurity, 

Reduced to poverty, yet evermore 
David had been more welcome to my heart 
Than any proud king whom the east adores. 

Sa, But thou, oh David, canst thou controvert 
The charges Abner brings ? Didst thou not seek 
A shelter in Philistia ? Didst thou not 
Sow in my people seeds of black revolt? 

Hast thou not plotted many times to take 
Thy monarch’s life, thv soared father’s life ? 

Da. Behold; this harder* of thy royal garment 
Answers for me. Dost recognize it, thou ? 
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Take it; examine it. 

Sa. Give it to me. 

HVhat do I sec ? ,r l’is mine ; assuredly . . * 

Whence didst thou take it ? . . . 

* Dn» From thyself 1 took it, 

With this my sword, from off thy royal robe, 

My own hands severed it. — Remember’st t^hou 
En*gedi ? There, where barbarously thou 
Pursuedst me, a banish'd man, to death ; 

There was I, in the cave, that from the fount 
Derives its name, a friendless fugitive : 

There, thou alone, thy warriors having station'd 
To guard the abrupt entrance of the cave, 

On downy pillows, in calm quietness, 

Didst close thine eyes in sleep . . . Yes, thou, oh 
heaven. 

With rancorous and with bloody thoughts inflamed, 
Didst slumber there 1 Thou seest how mighty God 
Defeats the schemes of human subtlety 1 
There with impunity I might have slain thee, 

And by another issue have escaped. 

This border of thy robe sufficiently 
Proves this. Behold thee, thou a king, 

A haughty and a great one, in the midst 
Of arm'd battalions, fallen in the hands 
Of the proscribed calumniated youth . . . 

Abner, the valiant Abner, where was he ? . . • 

Thus does he guard thy life ! Thus serve his king ! 
Thou seest in whom thou hast reposed thy trust; 
On whom thou hast thy indignation wreak'd, — 
Now art thou satisfied t 1 JJow hast thou not, 

Saul, of my heart proofs inccfutestabje, 

Of my fidelity and innocence ? 
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Not proofs jiersuasiVe of the little love, 

Of the malignant and invidtousrage, 

And the precarious vigilance of Abner ? 

Sa, My son, thou hast conquef ’d ; , . . thou hast 
wholly conquer’d. 

Abner, do thou behold him, ai^d be dumb, 

ML Olyoy!.,. 

Da, Oh father t . . . 

Ju. Oh auspicious day ! 

Mi My husband ! . . . 

&a. Yes, this is a day of joy, 

A day of restitution and of triumph. 

I will that thou to-day command my armies : 

Abner oppose not ; since 1 will it so. 

Let no contention ’twixt you two arise, 

Except an emulation which shall slay 
Most of Saul’s enemies. Thou, Jonathan, 

Beside the brother Ol thy heart shall tight : 

David to me is surety for thy life ; 

And thou art so for his. 

Jo, When David leads 

Our armies, God himself becomes our surety. 

Mi, May God restore thee to me ; he will save 
thee . . . 

Sa, Let this suffice. Before the fight begins 
Come to the tent, oh son, a little while, 

And rest thy wearied limbs. Thy spouse beloved 
Shall sooth the long affliction of thy absence. 

With her own hands meanwhile shall she provide 
And minister thy food. Daughter, do thou 
.Repair in part (for thou alone* canst do it) 

The involuntary errors of thy lather. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

David , Abner. 

Ab. Behold me : at thy summons I appear 
Ere scarce the king hath from thv, banquet risen. 
Da. I wish’d to speak to thee in secret here. 

Ab. Thou would’st perchance hear of the ap- 
proaching fight ? . . . 

Da. And at the same time say, that thou art not 
Subordinate to me; that both alike 
Our people and our lawful king we serve, 

And Israel’s mighty God. Let not our breasts 
Harbour another thought. 

Ab ■ I for our king, 

From whose blood I descend, had in the camp 
Already brandish’d my ensanguined sword 
Before the shrill twang of thy sling was heard. 

Da. The monarch’s blood runs not within my 
veins : 

To all my deeds are known ; I boast them not ; 
Abner, thou know’st them — In forgetfulness 
Let them he buried: only recollect 
Thine own : and, emulous of thy former fame, 

Seek only to surpass thyselt to-day, 

Ab. 1 hitherto believed myself the leader : 

David was not here then ; I ventured hence 
To order all things for the victory: 

Hear what 1 should l^ve done had T commanded. — - 
Full in oik front, from north to south, the camp 
Of the Philistines fills the \ alley's length. 
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Behind it ripp thick bushes ; ’tis defended 
By lofty banks in front : et&tward ’tis flank’d 
By a not lofty hill, of gentle slope 
Towards the camp, but rough, precipitous, 

On the opposite descent ; an ample outlet 
Lies amid mountains to the west, through which 
By a vast plain the traveller may go, 

Exempt from hindrance, to the murmuring ocean 
Here, if we thither can decoy our foes, 

The victory will he ours. 

But, to accomplish that, 'tis needful first 
To feign retreat. In three battalions form’d, 

If we towards the valley’s left side bend, 

We shall in front encounter their right flank. 

The first battalion with forced march advances. 
And seems to fly ; the second, more supine, 
Remains behind, in thin, disorder’d ranks, 

A sure temptation to our enemies. 

Meanwhile, a hand conspicuous for its valour 
The rugged hill towards the east has gain’d, 

And on the rear of the invading ho6t 
Reissues. Thus in front is it enclosed, 

Behind, transversely ; and behold we make 
Of it, a dreadful, universal carnage. 

IJa. Equally wise and valorous art thou. 

And nothing, Abner, should we dare to change 
Of thy design. Valour, wherever found, 

Obtains my praise. A soldier I will be. 

And not a leader ; and my coming here 
Shall, by the addition of a sword alouc. 

Alter thy battle. , \ 

Ah* David is the leader ; * 

David is master of our armies. 'Who 54 

i 
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Combats, compared with him ? 

Da. Who less indeed 

Should stoop to jealousy than Abner, since 
He is so highly gifted? Excellent, 

However I behold it, is thy scheme. 

Myself and Jonathan beside the tent 
Of Saul shall combat ; further, towards tlje north, 
Uz shall advance ; with thousand* chosen men 
Sadoc the eastern eminence shall gain ; 

And thou, with greatest numbers, shall command 
The body of the army. 

Ad. This to thee 

Belongs : it is the place of honour. 

Da. Hence 

I place thee there — As yet the sun ascends : 

Thou shalt keep all in steady preparation ; 

But till the fourth hour of the afternoon 
Be not the trumpets heard. Perceiv’st thou not 
A violent west wind blows ; the dazzling sun 
And driven dust will, towards the close of day, 
Assist our enterprize. 

Ad, Thou speakest wisely. 

Da. Now go, command, and do n<»fc;from thyself, 
With base and courtly artiliee, of which 
Thou should’st be ignorant, avert that praise, 
Which, as a captain, thou so well deter vest. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

David. 

Da. The order of the light is wiso and subtle.— 
But if he have not gain’d his soldiers’ hearts, 
Whafc'&oots the forecast of a general ? 
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Of this alone »is Abner destitute ; 

And this God grants to me. To-day we conquer ; 
To-morrow once more do I leave the king ; 

For never in his sight can there be peace 
For me . . . What do I say ? New victory 
Would be ascribed to me as a new crime. 

• 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Michaly David . 

ML David, hast thou not heard ? My father scarce 
Rose from a jovous banquet, when towards him 
Abner advanced, and spake to him an instant. 

1 enter’d, he retired; I found the king 
No longer what he was. 

Da. But yet, what said he ? 

What couldest thou jlpfer ? . . . 

ML Fre while was he 
Devoted to our cause; with us lie wept; 

Alternately embraced us ; and from us, 

As if in his defence, he prophesied 
A race of future heroes. He appear’d 
To us, as he said this, more than a father; 

More than a king he now appears to me. 

Da. Ah 1 do not weep, oh wife, before thy time : 
Saul is our king; his will m us must be 
Accomplish’d. So that he to-dav obtain 
The battle, let him ’gainst myself to-morrow 
Resume his cruel thoughts : I will resume 
My abject Mate, my bitter banishment^ 

My fugitive and appreheiuive Afe. 

My true and only death is thus ip leave thee : 

And yet I ought tc^do it . . . Ah vain hopes ! - 



90 


SAUL. 


Ah nuptial ties for theeJiow inauspicious! 

Another consort, that of which 1 rob thee, 

To thee had given, a prosperous royal state. 

Wretch that 1 am 1. * Nor canst thou ever make me, 
(Thy ever fugitive and homeless consort,) 

The father of a numerous blooming offspring. 

ML All no ! we never shall a^ain be parted ; 

No one will dare to rend thee from my breast. 

1 ntver shall return, no, never more. 

To that disconsolate life which 1 dragged on 
Deprived of tlice : rather than so return 
May I become an inmate of the grave. 

I languish’d in that palace of despair, 

Alone and weeping, through the tedious days; 

The shades of night with horrible dreams were 
fraught. 

Now I beheld my cruel father’s sword 
Suspended o’er thy head ; thy voice I heard 
Persuasive, weeping, supplicating, such 
As might from breasts of adamant dislodge 
Deep-rooted hate and fell obduracy; 

And yet the barbarous Saul, in spite of this, 
Plunged in thy heart the dagger. Now I saw thee 
'Mid secret labyrinths of low-brow’d caves, 
Pillowing thy body on unyielding flint; 

While at the motion of a rustling leaf 

Thy faint heart trembled; and thou sought’st another, 

And thence another, yet in vain to find 

A place of rest, or quietness, or friends : 

Sick, anxious, weary-, worn with parching thirst . . 
And ravening hungeg . . . *Can 1 represent 
My pangs, my apprehensions, and my woes? — 

No more, no, never w ill 1 leave nhce, never. 
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Da. Thou torturest my he^rt : ah cease : . . Tills 
day 

Is consecrated to blood, and not to tears. 

Mi. Provi&ed that an obstacle to-day 
Arise not to thy fighting, I fear not 
The fight on^fhy account. Thou hast a shield 
Proof against all assaults, Almighty God : 

Put I am tearful lest perfidious Abner, 

On thy account, frustrate, or intercept 
The victory to-day. 

J)a . And what, did Saul 
Seem to thee doubtfully to trust to me 
To-day the conduct ol the enterprize? 

Mi. I heard not that; but sternly did he frown.. 
And whisper’d to himself 1 Know not what 
Of trait’rous priests, of strangers in the camp, 

Of simulated virtue i . . Broken, dark, 

Mournful, tremendous words, to her who is 
The wile of David and the child of Saul. 

Da See him : we will be heard. 

ML Just God, I pray thee, 

Succour do-day thy consecrated servant : 

Confound blasphemers ; reillumine my father ; 
Protect my husband ; and defend thy people. 

SCENE THE FOUItTH. 

Saul, Jonathan , David , MichaL 

Jon . Ah come, beloved father ; to thy thoughts 
Allow a little respite : the pur#* air 
Will bring thee some refrcshuicht ; come, and sit 
A little while among thy children* here. 

Sa. What is it tl&t you say ? 
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Mi* Beloved father,! . . 

Sa* Who, who are ye ? . . Who speaks of pure air 
here ? . . 

This ! . * ’tis a thick impenetrable gloom ; 

A land of darkness ; and the shades of death „ . 

Ah see! more nearly it approaches me? .. 

A fatal wreath of blood surrounds the sun . .. 
HeardV thou the death-notes of ill-omen’d birds 
With loud laments the vocal air resounds 
That smite my ears, compelling me to weep. 

But what, do ye weep also ? , . 

Jon. Mighty God 

Of Israel, dost thou thus thy face avert 
From wretched Saul ? Is he, thy servant once, 
Abandon’d to the adversary thus? 

Mi* Father, thy much-loved daughter is beside 
thee. 

If tliou art cheerful, she is also cheerful; 

She, if thou weepest, weeps. . . But wherefore now 
Should we shed terns? Pleasure hath reappeared. 
Sa . Thou would'st say, David. Ah! . . Why doth 
not he 

Also embrace me with my other children ? 

Da. Oh father ! . . I have been restrain’d by fear 
Of importuning thee. Ah ! why camt thou 
Not read my heart? 1 evermore am thine. 

Sa. Thou iovest then . . . the house ... of Saul ? 
Da. I love it ! 

Oh heaven ! Dear as ihe apple of mine eye 
To me is Jonathan ; I neither know, 

Nor heed a peril in^thc World lor thee ; 

Let my v de, if she can, say with what love, 

And how much love, 1 love Lerr 
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Sa. Yrtthyoclf 
Tliou mightily dost prize. 

Da. 1, prize myself. . . 

No despicable soldier in the camp, 

Tn court thy son-in-law, T deem myself; 

But nothing, nothing in the sight, of God. 

Sa. InccssfJntly to me of God thou speakest; 

Yet thou well knowest thht the crafty rage, 

Cruel, tremendous, of perfidious priests, 

Has for a long time sever’d me from God. 

Dost thou thus name him to insult me? 

Da. 1 

Name him, to give him glolry. Why dost thou 
Believe that he no longer is with thee ? 

He dot!' not dwell with him who loves him not : 

Bat doth he ever fail to succour him 

Who oft invokes him, and who hath reposed 

In him implicit trust ? lie to the throne 

Appointed thee ; and on that throne he keeps thee : 

Ami if in him, in him exclusively 

Thou dost confide, he’s thine, and thou art his. 

Sa, Who speaks of heaven ? . . Is he in snowy vest 
Enrobed who thus his sacred lip unseals? 

Let us behold him . . Thou’rt a warrior ; thou 
Graspest the sword : . . approach, and let me see 
, If David thus or Samuel doth accost me. — 

What sword is this ? ’Tis not the same, metliinks, 
Which I, w ith my own hands, on thee bestow’d. 

Da. This is the sword that my poor sling acquired; 
The sword that over me in El ah hung 
k Threatening my life ; in fierce Gvliah’s hands 
I saw it flash a horrid glare of dea^Ji 
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Before my eyes ; he grasp’d It ; but : t bears 
Not mine, but his coa'gulated blood. 

Sa. Was not that sword, a consecrated thing, 

In Nob, within the tabernacle hung ? 

Was it not wrapp’d within the mystic Ephod, 

And thus from all JinbailowM eyes conceal’d, 
Devoted to the Lord of hosts for ever? 

Da, ’Tis true ; but.. ** 

Sa . Whence didst thou obtain it then ? 

Who dared to give it thee ? 

Da. I will confess. 

Powerless and fugitive to Nob I came : 

Wherefore 1 fled thou knowest. Every path 
Was crowded with unhappy wretches; I, 
Defenceless, found myself at every step 
Within the jaws of death. With humble brow 
I kneel ’d within the tab^acle, where 
The spirit of God descends : and there, these arms 
(Which if a living man might to his side 
llefit them, David surely was that man ) 

Mysell' demanded of the priest. 

Sa. And he . . 

Da. (Live them to me. 

Sa. He was . . 

Da . Ahimeleoh. 

Sa. Perfidious traitor ! . . . Vile ! . . . Where is the 
altar 2 . . 

Oh rage . . Ah, all are miscreants ! traitors all ! . . 
Oh foes to God ! are ye his ministers ? . . 

Black souls in vestments white ! . • Where is the axe 2 
Where is the altar L. . Let him be destroy’d l . . 
Where l the offering 2 . . I myself will slay him. 
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AIL Fathc? ! 

Jon. What mean these words ? Where dost thou 
fly? 

Be pacified,* I pray thee : there are not 
Or altars here or victims : in the priests 
Respect that* God who hears tlve evermore. 

Sa. Who thus restrains me ? Who resists me thus ? 
Who forces me to sit ? ' 

Jon* Father . . 

Da* Ah thou, 

Great God of Israel, do thou succour him : 

Thy servant kneels to thee, and prays for this. 

Sri. I am bereft of peace : the sun, the earth, 

My children, and my power of thought, all, all 
Are taken from me!.. Ah unhappy Saul ! 

W ho doth console thee ? Who is now the guide. 
The prop of thy bewildered feebleness? 

Thy children are all mutp ; they scowl on thee , . 
And of the doting and infirm old man 
They only wish the death : nothing attracts 
My children’s wishes but the diadem, '■ 

Whose weight thy hoary head hut ill sustains. 

Wrest it at once : and at the same time sever 
From this now tremulous and decaying form 
Your father’s palsied head . . All wretched state! 
Better were death ! I wish to die ! . „ 

Mi. Oh father ! 

We all desire thy life. We each of us 
Would die ourselves to rescue thee from death. 

Jon. Now since in tears his fury is dissolved, 
Brother, do thou, to reconaposa his soul, 

Exert thy voice. So many times already 
Hast thou rapt hin^ with thy celestial songs 
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In calm oblivion. 

Mi, Yes; thou scest now 
The respiration in his panting breast 
Almost subsides : his eye bails, late vso fierce, 

So hot and dry* swim in balsamic .(tears : 

Now is the time to lend him thy assistance. 

Da . May God in mercy sp^ak^to him tnrough me. 

1 , 

Omnipotent, eternal, infinite, 

Thou who dost govern each created thing ; 
Thou, who from nothing nind’st roe by ihy might, 
Blest with a send that dares to thee take wintr; 
Thou who canst pierce the abyss of endless night, 
And all its mysteries into day-light bring; 

The universe doth tremble at tbv nod. 

And sinners prostrate fall at the out-stretch'd arm 
of God, 


Oil on the gorgeous blazing wings ere now 
Of thousand cherubim wert thou reveal'd; 

Oft did thy pure divinity endow 

Thy people's shepherd in the martial field. 

To him a stream of eloquence wert thou; 

Thou wert his sword, his wisdom, and his shield* 
From thy bright throne, oh God, bestow one ray 
To cleave the gathering clouds that intercept the 
day. 


In tears and dark^ss 


3 *. 

we . * 


8 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

I 

Stt* Hear P the voice 
Of David ? . . From a mortal lethargy 
It seems to wake me, and to me displays 
The cheering radiance of my early years. 

David . 

1 . 

** Who comes, who comes, unseen, yet heard? 
A sable cloud of dust appear’d, 

44 Driven by the eastern blast. — 
a But it is burst ; and from its womb 
il A thousand brandish’d swords illume 
44 The track through Whichit past. 

2 . 

44 Saul, as a tower, his forehead rears, 

4 4 His head a flaming circlet wears ; 

44 The earth beneath his feet 
c * Echoes with tramp of horse and men; 

44 The sea, the sky, the hills, the plain, 

44 The warlike sounds repeat. 

44 In awful majesty doth Saul appear ; 

44 Horsemen and chariots from before him fly ; 
Ci Chill’d by bis presence is each heart with fear ; 
46 And god-like terrors lighten in his eye. 

1 . 

u Ye sons of Ammon, late so proud, 

44 Where is the scorn, the insults loud, 

44 Ye raised against our host ? 

VOL* 111. E 
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“ Your corses more than fill the plain ; 

“ The ample harvest of your slain 
“ Invalidates your boast. 

2 . 

u See what it is thus to dupemi 
<e On gods unable to defend. — 

** But wherefore from afijr 
<c Hear I another trumpet sound ? 

** ’Tis Saul’s : — he levels with the ground 
“ All Edom’s sons of war. 

<l Thus Moab, Soba, b}' his amis laid low^ 

“ With impious Amalek, united fall : 
u Saul, like a stream fed by dissolving snow, 

“ Defeats, disperses, overwhelms them all/* 

&a. This is the voice of my departed years. 
That from the tomb to glory now recalls me. 

I live again in my victorious youth 

When I hear this. . . What do I say ? Alas ! , . 

Should cries of war be now address’d to me ? 

Oblivion, indolence, and peace, invite 

The old man to themselves. 

Da. Let peace be sung. 

“ Weary and thirsty, see be lies 
Reside his native stream ; 

<c God’s champion, whose past victories 
44 Wake many a glorious dream. 

44 The glossy laurels evergreen 

(( Doth screen nis head fron^ heat ; 
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ec His children all around him seen, 

“ H is sighs and smiles repeat* 

c< They Veep and smile, then smile and weep, 
“ With sytiifpathy endued ; 

e< And gtlll a strict accordance keep 
“ To every v^ryjmg mood. 

u His daughter’s gentle hand unfits 
u His crested helm and sword ; 

** His consort fond beside him sits, 
u Embracing her loved lord* 

“ Another doth clear water bring 
u From the pure ambient flood, 

“ To cleanse his stately brows, where cling 
“ Commingled dust and blood. 

,c A cloud of odorous flowers she spreads, 

“ Which breathe their perfumes near; 

And on his honour’d hand she sheds 
“ The duteous filial tear. 

K But why sits one apart reclined, 
u In pensive mood alone ? 

Alas, she mourns that others find 
“ A task, while she has none. 

“ But different thoughts, with eager haste, 

“ Attract the band of %oys ; 

“ Till bis turn comes*to be embraced, 
u One son himself cmplttys 
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<f To make the blood- encrusted blade" 

“ From spot and blemish clear : 

“ With envy fir£id, another said, 
u 6 When shall 1 poise that spear ? 

“ € That ponderous’ lance when shall I wield, 
ic ( That now defies my strength V 
a Another grasps the blazo#d shield, 

“ And stalks behind its length.” 

* 4 Tears of sweet surprise, 

“ From forth the swimming eyes 
“ Of Saul {tore seen to roll : 
u For of his blooming race, 
a So full of royal grace, 

“ He knows that he’s the souk 

“ The pleasure how entire, 

£< How happy is the sire, 

“ Whose waking thoughts inspire 
“ Affections so sincere ! — 
u But now the day is o’er, 

“ The zephyrs breathe no more ; 

And sleep’s soft powers restore 
“ The monarch we revere.” 

it^yppy the father of a race like this i 
Oh peace of mind ! . . how precious are thy gifts 
To wretches like myself by thee deserted ! . . 

I feel ineffably through*^ my veins 
Balsamic d^wg of sweet composure steal. • . 

But what pretendest thou? To make Saul vile 
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Amid domestic casl ? Does valiant Saul 
Now lie an useless implement of war ? 

David . “ 

“ The king reposes, but heroic dreams 
€{ With fearful majesty before him glance, 

“ Pregnant* with death and visionary themes. 

u Behold, transfix’d %ith his victorious lance, 
a The conquer’d tyrant of the haughty foes ; 

M An awful shade in spectral gloorn advance. 

<( Behold a flash that instantaneous glows . . 

<c It is Saul’s brandish’d sword, that no man spares, 

“ The weak and strong confounding with its blows. — 

tc The terrible lion thus sometimes forbears 
u To make the forest with his cries resound, 
u For even he in sleep his strength repairs ; 

ce But not the silence of his den profound, 

“ Can courage to the afflicted flocks restore ; 

“ Or make the swain with less fear look around, 

** For well he knows that he will prowl once more. 

" The monarch is roused from his slumbers, 

" Arms, arms, he imperiously cries. ;r> 
li They are vanish’d — the enemies numbers ; 

4t What champion his valour defies } , 

£< I see, I see a track of t^Kble fire, 

“ To which perforce \he hostile squadrons yield. 
u Before tjhe arms of Israel they retire, 
c< Which, blade with hostile gore, possess the field. 
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44 The winged thunderbolt huge Atones doth shower, 
44 And far less promptly doth the foe retreat 
“ Than our dread sovereign in his mighty power 
44 Pursue him, aftd his overthrow complete. 

44 Like a proud eagle, his audacious 'flight, 

44 I nipt witli immortal wings, towards ihe pole 
4< lie aims. Ilis eyes are like the f; lightning bright ; 
44 Ilis talons God’s own thunderbolts controul, 

44 To annihilate those impious sons of earth, 

44 Who in false temples have false gods adored; 
lt Whose impure gods to impure rites gave birth, 

44 Who dare compare themselves with Israel's Lord. 

u Long, long have I pursued his ardent path ; 

44 Now it behoves me once more to pursue 
44 His foes on earth ; with heaven-directed wrath 
To trample down and crush Philistia’s crew ; 

44 And with the assistance of the God of hosts, 

44 Prove that, as he, so 1 maintain his laws ; 

44 And prove that now the camp of Israel boasts 
44 Two swords resistless in a righteous cause. 5 ’ 

Sa, Who, who thus boasts ? Is there, except my 
sword, 

Which I unsheathe, another in the camp ? 

He’s a blasphemer, let him perish, he 
Who dares defy it. 

ML Ah forbear: Oh’fifeaven ! . . ^ 

Jon, Father, what weuId’St thou do ? 

Du, Unhappy king ^ 
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Mi. Ah fly ! . . A J fly ! With difficulty we 
From violence restrain him. 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Jonathan, Saul, Michcd* 

Mi. St<jpJ oil stop, " 

Beloved father ! 0 

Jon. 1 beseech thee stop. 

Sa. Who thus restrains ine? Who presumes to 
do it ? • . . 

Where is my sword ? Restore my sword at once . . 

Jon . Do thou retire with us, beloved father : 

1 shall not suffer thee to advance a step. 

Behold, thy children now are all alone : 

Return with us to thy pavilion ; now 
Thou needest quietness. Ah come ! . . Refrain 
From causeless rage ; thy children stand around tliee. 
Mi* And they shall never, never quit thy presence. 

ACT THE FOURTH- 

scene THE FIRST. 

,fonathan 9 MichaL 

Mi. Jonathan, tell me; to my father's tent 
May David now return ? 

Jon. Ah no ! with him 
Saul is not reconciled, although he have 
Regain’d his reason ; but fell jealousy 
Hath round his heart too intricately twined 
Her blighting fibres ; slow will be his cure. 

Return to David thou, and leave him not. 

Mi. Alas ! . .*Who is more tvretched than myself? 
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I have so well conceal’d him, that no man 
'Will ever find him : to this hiding-place 
1 now return to him. 

Jon . Oh heaveft ! behold 
My poor distracted father once more comes : 

He never finds a resting-place. 

Mi* Ah me . • 

What shall I say to him ? . « I will retire . . 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Saul, Mich a l , Jonathan . 

&a. Who flies at my approach? Thou, Michal, 
thou ? 

Mi. My lord . . 

Sa . Where, where is David ? 

ML . . I know not . . 

Sa. Thou knowest not ? . . 

Jon . Oh father ! . . 

Sa* Seek him then ; 

Go, bring him hither quickly. 

Mi. I pursue him ? . . 

Whither . . ah . . whither ? 

Sa. ’Twas thy king that spake* 

And hast thou not obey’d him ? 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Saul* Jonathon* 

Sa. Jonathan, 

Lov’st thou thy father ? 

Jon. Father, yes, i leve thee : 

But, loving thee, I also love thy glory : 

Hence sometimes I oppose, far as a* son 
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Ought to oppose tlrim, thy unjust desires. 

Sam Often* thy father’s arm dost thou restrain ; 
But thou dost turn against thyself that sword 
Which thou avertest from another’s breast. 

Yes, yes, cSefend that David to the utmost ; 

Shortly will he . . Dost tliou not hear a voice 
That in thy heart cries, “ David will be king !” 
—David !-*-He shall be immolated first. 

Jon . And doth rmt God, with a more terrible voice, 
Cry in thy heart, “ David is my beloved ! 

He is the chosen of the Lord of hosts ?” 

Doth not each act of his confirm this truth ? 

Was not the frantic and invidious rage 
Of Abner silenced by his mere approach ? 

And thou, when thou re-enterest in thyself, 

Dost thou not find that, only at his presence. 

All thy suspicions vanish like a cloud 
Before the sun ? And dost thou fondly dream, 
When the malignant spirit visits thee, 

That I restrain thy arm ? Thy God restrains it. 
Scarcely wilt thou have lc veil’d at his breast 
The misadvanturous sword, when thou wilt bt 
Forced to withdraw it suddenly : in tears 
Thou thyself prostrate at his feet wilt fall ; 

Yes, father, thou repentant : for thou art 
Not impious . . 

Sa. But too, too true thy words. 

A strange inexplicable mystery 

This David is to m^ ( No sooner I , 

In Elah had beheld Kim than he pleased " 

My eyes ; but never, never won my heart. 

When 1 might almost be, disposed to love him, 

A fierce repulsion shoots athwart my breast. 
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And weans me from him. Scaipely do I wish, 
Scarcely resolve his death, than, if I se? him, 

Me he disarms, and with such wonder fills me, 
That in hi* presence I become a nothing . . 

Ah ! this is surely, this the vengeance is. 

Of the inscrutable almighty hand ! 

Tremendous hand ! J now begin to knojv thee . • 
But what, why should I needlessly explain 
Common events by superhuman causes ? 

God have I ne’er offended : this is then 
The vengeance of the priests. Yes, David is 
An instrument of sacerdotal malice. 

Expiring Samuel he beheld in Kama: 

The implacable old man to him address’d 
Ilis dying words. Who knows, who knows if he 
Upon the head of this my enemy 
Pour’d not the sacred oil with which before 
My brows he had anointed ? Perhaps thou knowest . 
Speak . . yes, thou knowest : . . I conjure thee, speak 
Jon . Father, I know not : but if it were so, 
Should not I, equally with thee, esteem 
Myself in this offended ? Am not I 
Thy eldest son ? Dost thou not mean this throne 
For me, when thou art gathered to thy fathers ? 

If I then do not do it, who should dare 
To make complaints at this ? In fortitude 
David surpasses me ; in virtue, sense, 

In every quality: and as the more 

Ilis worth pjrpasses mine, the mpre I love him* 

Now, should that power that gfflfes and takes away 

Kingdoms at will, bestow this throne on David, 

What more conciliatory evidence 

Of heaven’s interposition cun I ask ? 
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He is more worthy ^f that throne than I : 

And God hath summon’d him to lofty deeds, 

The shepherd of his people. — But meanwhile 
I swear, that he has always been to thee,., 

A faithful subject and a loyal son. 

Now to that God to whom it doth belong, 

Tlie future yield : and against .God, meanwhile, 
Against tkc truth, ah, harden not tliy heart. 

If a divinity in Samuel spake not. 

How could an undesigning, weak old man, 

Half in the grave already, such effects 
Produce by David’s means ? That mystery 
Of love and hatred which thou feel’st for David ; 
That apprehension at a battle’s name, 

(A terror hitherto to thee unknown,) 

Whence, Saul, can it proceed? Is there a power 
On earth producing such effects as these ? . . 

Sa. What language dost thou hold ? A son of Saul 
Art thou ? — Fecl’st thou no interest for the throne? — 
Foresce’st thou not the cruel stratagems 
By which the usurper will defend his claim ? 

My house will be abolish’d, from the roots 
Torn up, by him who seizes on my sceptre. 

Thy sons, thy brothers, and thyself destroy’d . . 

Not one of Saul’s descendants will remain . . 

Oh guilty and insatiable thirst 
Of power, what horrors can’st thou not produce ? 
To reign, the brother immolates the brother ; 
Mothers their children ; wives their consorts slay ; 
The son his father ® Sacrilegious thronfe ! 

Thou art the seat of blood and cruelty ! 

Jon , Has man a shjeld against the sword of 
heaven i 
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Not menaces or prayers can tu^n aside 
The wrath of God omnipotent, who oft,. 

The proud abases, and exalts the humble. 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

V U 'v* ! 

Saul, Jonathan , A 6nw f Ah im elech , Soldiers . 

Ab. King, if thy presence I behold on^e more, 
Ere streams of hostile blood by n?y means flow. 

To this by mighty reasons am I urged, 

David, tire champion, the invincible. 

He who our victory or defeat decides, 

David is fled, and none knows whither fled* 

Scarce is an hour now wanting to the time 
Appointed for attack : now, hear’st thou not 
The warriors, chafing with impatient ardour. 

Fill with loud cries the air ; the earth resound, 
Beaten with iron hoof of fiery steeds : 

Howlings and n$ghings, and the blaze of helms, 
And brandish’d swords, and fulminating shouts, 
Enough to make tne veriest coward valiant ; 

Yet who sees David ? Who brings tidings of him ? — 
Behold, (the authentic succour of the Almighty!) 
Behold, who in the camp stands in his place. 

This man, in soft, white, sacerdotal stole 
Enveloped, having gain’d the camp by stealth, 
Tremblingly slunk beside the Benjamites. 

Behold him ; hear from him the lofty cause 
Which to such peril guides him, ( 

A hi. I wfty&peak it, 

If pot forbidden by the king’s displeasure. 

The king’s displeasure ! Thou dost then de- 
serve it!.. r 
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Traitor, and who art^hou ? . . It seems to me 
That I shoulcj know thee well. Art thou not one 
Of that fantastical and haughty flock 
Of Rama’s fanatics ? 

A hi. I w$ar the ephod : 

I, of the Levites chief, to fcjjly Aaron, 

In that high ministry, to which the Lord 
Elected hijji/ after a long descent 
Of other consecrate*! priests, succeed. 

Near to the sacred ark in Nob I’m station'd : 

Th’ ark of the covenant in former times 
Stood in the centre of the camp ; but now 
’Tis deem’d too much, if e’en clandestinely 
That camp is enter’d by God’s minister : 

Where Saul is monarch, a strange visitant 
The priest is held ; but he is not so, no, 

Where Israel tights; if still, as formerly, 

Through God we triumph. Dost thou not know 
me ? 

What wonder ? Dost thou better bow thyself? — 
Thou hast withdrawn thy footstepsTrom God’s path ; 
And I within the tabernacle dwell, 

Where dwells the great Jehovah, there, where thou 
For a long time, oh Saul, hast not been seen. 

I tell thee, king, I am Ahimelech. 

Sa. That name proclaims thee, as thou art, a 
traitor : 

Now art thou recognized. Before my sight 
Thou comest opportunely. Now confess*^ 

Art thou not he, wh^o the banish'd Dipt! 

Gav’st an asylum, nourishment, and safety, 
Deliverance and arms ? And say what arms 1 
Goliah’s sacred sword, wllich, dedicate 
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To God, within the tabernacl^hung, 

Whence, with profane hand thou rempved’st it. 

And girded’st it on the perfidious foe 

Of thy sol$lord and king ? — Thou comest, miscreant, 

What doubt is there, with treason to the camp ? . . . 

AhL Assuredly l coujff there to betray thee ; 
Since on thy arms 1 come to entreat God 
For victory, which he to thee denies ; 

Yes, 1 am he, that, with benignant hand, 

Assisted David, But who is that David ? 

Of the king’s daughter is not lie the husband ? 

Not the most valiant ’mid thy men of valour ? 

Not the most graceful, most humane, must just, 

Of Israel’s sons ? Say, is he not in war 
Thy shield, and thy defender ? And in peace. 

Is he not in thy palace, with his songs. 

The master of thy heart l The love of maidens, 

The people’s jov, the terror of our foes ? 

Suth, such waffle that l presumed to rescue. 

And thou thyself didst thou not erewhile chuse him 
For the first honours ? Not select his arm 
To guide thy battles ? To bring back once more 
The shout of victory to the camp ? To chase 
That terror of defeat, which in thy heart 
Thy God hath placed ? If thou condemnest me, 
Thou, at the same time, dost condemn thyself. 

Sa . \V Hence, whence in you springs pity ? whence 
in you 

Inveterate priests, revengeful, thirsty ever 
For humai4)lood ? To SamuaMid it seem 
crime unpardonable that 1 slew not 
’ Amalekitish king, with arms in hand. 

Taken in flight ; a mighty king, a warrior, 
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Of ardent generous tamper, and profuse 
Of his own lifij-blood in his people’s service. 
Unhappy king ! dragg’d in my presence, he 
Came manacled ; yet he preserved, though van- 
quish’d, 

A noble pride, as far from insolence, 

As from all abjectness. Of courage guilty 
To cruel Samuel he appear’d : three times 
In his defenceless bosom did lie plunge, 

With sacerdotal hand, the reeking sword. 

These are your triumphs, these, vile fanatics. 

But he who dares to lift his haughty brow 
Against his lawful monarch, he, in you. 

Finds an asylum, a support, a shield, 

All other objects occupy your hearts 
More than the altar. Who are, who are ye ? 

A selfish, cruel, and malignant tribe. 

Who yourselves shelter’d, at our dangers laugh, 

And kirtled in effeminate robes, prerame 
To govern us who sweat in cumbrous mail : 

Us, who, ’mid blood-shed, apprehension, death, 
Lead, for our wives, our children, and yourselves, 
Lives of perpetuated wretchedness. 

Cowards, less dignified than prating gossips, 

Would you with lithe wands, and fantastic hymns, 
O’er us, and o’er our weapons, arbitrate. 

Ahi. And thou, who art thou? of the earth a 
king : 

But in God’s sight who reigns ? — Examines, Saul, 
Thyself; thou only aa& crown’d nothingness.— 

I, by myself am nothing ; but I am 
A thunderbolt, a whirlwind, aud a tempest, 

If God descends in me ; that mighty God 
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Who fashion’d thee ; who scarcely bends his eye 
On thee, and where is Saul ? — It ill fits thee 
To plead the cause of Agag ; foolishly 
Dost thou pursue him in forbidden paths. 

For a perverse king, save the hostile sw g rd, 

Is there a punishment ? Aud does a sword 
Smite unpermitted by Almighty God 
God writes his vengeances in adamant^. ♦ 

Nor to Philistia’s, less than Israel’s sons, 

Does he commit them. — Tremble, Saul : I see 
Already in a sable cloud on high, 

Death’s dreadful angel poised on fiery wings. 
Already with one hand hath he unsheathed 
The pitiless, retributory sword ; 

And with the other, from thy gdilty head 
He plucks thy hoary tresses : tremble, Saul.— 
There is who doth impel thee to destruction : 

*Tis he ; this Abner, instrument of Satan ; 

He, who hath pioison’d with suspicions vile 
Thy aged heart ; he who hath dwindled thee 
From a crown’d warrior to a less than child. 
Thou, thou infatuate man, dost now remove 
The only true and steadfast prop of thee 
And of thy house. Where is the house of Saul;' 
On quicksands it is built ; it shakes already ; 

It falls ; it moulders into dust ; ’tis gone.— 

Sa . Preicient of my calamities art thou, 

And not so of thy own. Hast thou not seen, 

Ere to the camp thou earnest, that death here 
„ Awaited tnee ? this I predict t *nnd soon 
Shall Abner’s hand this prophecy fulfil. — 

My faithful Abner go, am^ change at once 
All the arrangements \>f the impious David ; 
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For every one />f them conceals a plot. 

To-morrow fight we with the rising sun, 

The beauteous day-star, of my hardihood 
Shall be the jvitness. I am now aware, 

That from malignity the thought arose 
In David's breast, to chusc the afternoon 
For the attack,’ as most indicative* 

Of my declining arm^ but we shall see. — 

I feel my martial spirits braced afresh 
By thy rebukes ; to-morrow I am leader : 

The entire day will be inadequate 

To the great slaughter which 1 shall inflict. 

Abner, now quickly from my presence drag 
This miscreant, and dispatch him. 

Jon . 1 beseech thee. 

Father, reflect a little . . . 

Sa . Hold thy peace. — 

He shall be slain ; and his unworthy Mood 
Shall fall on the Philistines. 

Ab . Death is his 
Already... 

Sa. But to satisfy my vengeance 
He only is too little. Let Nob feel 
That vengeance also ; let it smite, consume. 
Servants, and cattle, mothers, houses, babes, 

And to the desolating winds disperse * v 
All the flagitious race. Thy priests may now 
Exclaim with truth, 4< There is a Saul l”-— My hand? 
So oft by you provoked, to homicide, * v 

Never smote you : from hence, and hence alone 
You scorn that band. 

^ AM. No king can hinder me • 

From dying like a just man ; whence my death 
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Will be as welcome as it is illustrious 
Yours, for a long time, by Almighty God 
Hath been irrevocably seal'd. By Sword?, 

Yet no£ in battle, not by hostile sword% 

Abner and thou shall both be vilely shfitf* 

Let me go hence, ~I have at last address’d 
God’s final sentence to a reprobate, • 

And he is deaf: my mission i% accomplish’d ; 

1 have lived faithful, faithful shall I die. 

Sa . Quick let him hence be dragg’d to punish- 
ment ; 

To agonizing and protracted death. 

SCENE TtfE FlfeTII. 

Saul , Jonathan . 

Jon . Ill-advised king, what art thou doing ? pause . . 
Sa. Must I once more command thee to be silent ? — 
Art thou a warrior ? thou a son of mine ? 

Art thou a champion of the Israelites l 
Go, go ; return to Nob ; and there fill thou 
His empty seat : worthy art thou alone 
To live in indolence with drowsy priests. 

Not ’mid the tumults of grim-visaged war, 

Not ’mid the lofty cares of royalty . . , 

Jon . Tj also at thy side in combat fierce 
Have overcome, in multitudes, thy foes. 

But this ; which now thou dost presume to shed, 

Is sacerdotal, not Philistine blood. 

Alone thou standest in a fight so impious. . . 

Sa. 1 am alone sufficient for the contest, 
Whate’er that uontfist be. Do thou to-morrow 
Join the encounter with reluctant steps : 
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I only shall be §aul. What then avail 
David or Jonathan ? Saul is the leader. 

Jon. Beside thee shall 1 light. Ah ! may I fall 
Lifeless beforg thine eyes, rather than see 
That which awaits thy reprobated blood 1 

Sa. And what awaits it ? death ? death in the 
field^ ' 

This is a monarch’s dqpth. 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Michaly Saul, Jonathan. 

Sa. Thou, without David ? . . . 

Mi. 1 cannot find him * .. 

Sa . I will find him. 

Mi. He 

Perhaps is far distant ; he avoids thy anger . . . 

Sa. Though he had wings my anger should o’er* 
take him. 

Woe, if in battle he presents himself: 

Woe, if to-morrow, when my fpes are conquer’d, 
Thou bring’st him not to me ! 

ML Oh Heaven ! 

Jon. Ah father /. . 

Sa. I have no children. — Quickly, Jonathan, 
Resume thy place among the troops. And^bou, 
Seek and find David. 

ML Ah ! . • with thee . . • 

Sa. In vain, 

Jon. Father, shall I fight far from thee ? 

Sa. From me 

Be all of you afar. Ye, all'of you, 
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Vie with each other in betraying me. 

Go, I command it : quickly fly from hence, 

SCENE TUE SEVENTH* ^ 

Sau ! . 

Sa . I to m3 r sell am left. — Myself hlpne, 

(Unhappy king ! ) myself aloqp I dread not. 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE JTRST. 

David , Mifykal. 

Mi. Come forth, my ‘consort; come: the night 
already 

Is far advanced . . . Listen, what mingled sounds 
Issue from yonder camp ? The fierce encounter 
To-morrow’s dawn will witness. — Round: the tent 
Where sleeps ray father every sound is hush’d. 
Behold ; the heavens, themselves assist thy flight : 
The moon is setting, and a black cloud veils 
Her latest rays. .Let us depart : no one 
Watches our footsteps now, let us depart : 

We may descend the mountain by this slope. 

And G#d, where’er we go, will be our guide. 

Da. ©h spouse, the better portion of myself. 
While Israel is preparing for attack, 

Can it be true that l prepare for flight ? 

And what is death that I should thus avoid it ? 

I will remain: let Saul, if he will, slay me; 

So that I fins in mkibeA slay the foe. 
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ML Ah ! thou know’st not : already hath the rage 
Of Saul in blood his lifted arm embrued. 

Ahimelech, discover’d here, hath fallen 
The victim of nis violence already. 

Da. What do I hear? Hath he his unsheathed 
sword * 

Turn’d on defenceless priests ? Ill-fated Saul ! .. 

ML Thou must hear more. The monarch gave 
himself 

Cruel command to Abner, that, if thou 
In battle should’st be seen, our champions should 
Against thee turn their arms. 

Da. And Jonathan, 

My friend, bears this } 

ML Oh Heaven 1 what can he do ? 

He too endured his father’s rage ; and ran 
Distractedly ’mid combatants to die. " 

Now, thou seest clearly, thou canst not stay here : 
Thou art forced to yield; to fly from hence; and 
wait, f 

Or that my father change, or that he bend 
Beneath the weight of years » . . Ah^cruel father l 
Thou thyself, thou forcest thy wretened daughter 
To wish the fatal day , . . But yet, oh no, 

Thy death I do not wish for ; live in peace ; ? 

Live if thou canst ; *twill be enough tor me J 
T’ enjoy for ever my loved consort’s presence . . . 
Ah, come then ; let us go . . . 

Da Howjnuch I grieve 
To leave the fight ! 1 hear an unknown voice 
Cry in my heart, ** For Israel and nis king 
u The terrible day is come.*’ . . Could I ! . , But no ; 
The innocent blood <Jf sacred ministers 
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Was here pour’d out.* the camp is now impure. 
Contaminate is the soil ; the face of God 
Is hence averted: David now no mor« 

Can combat here. It is my duty, then, 

To yield awhile {o thy anxiety, 

And provident love. — But thou too yield to mine • • 
Ah 1 suffer me alone ... 

ML Shall I leave thee ? 

Behold, I clasp thee by thy garment’s hem ; 

No, never more I part from thee . . . 

Da . Ah, hear me ! 

Ill could thy tardy steps keep pace with mine : 
Paths, rough with briars* and4tones, I shall be forced 
To tread with indefatigable feet 
If I would seek, complying with thy wish, 

A place of refuge. How Can thy soft limbs 
Bear up again&t the unaccustom’d torment ? 

And shall I in the wilderness alone 
Ever abandon thee? Thou seest clearly; 

Quickly, by thy means, I should be discover’d 
Quickly would both of us he re con ducted 
To the fear’d vengeance of the king . . . Oh Heaven l 
The mere thought makes me shudder . . . Further 
grant, 

That ire ensured our flight, cartl take thee 
From thy sick-sorrowing father ? He is placed 
Far from the dainty shelter of hN palace, 

Amid the hardships of a camp : his pangs, 

His irritably age, some solace need* 

Ah ! wipe the te^r-drops from his furrow’d cheeks, 
His melancholy stfoth, nis fury lull. 

Thou only pleasftst him ; thou waitest on him ; 

And thou alone preservest hiui alive. 
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He wishes me destroy’d ; but I wish him 
Rescued From danger, happy, and triumphant • . • 
To-day T tremble for him. — Ere thou wert 
A wife thou wert a daughter : nor canst thou. 
Without delinquency, too much indulge 
Thy love for m'&. — Provided I escape, 

What further canst thou wish for me at present ? 
Do not withdraw thyself, I pray thee, do not 
From thy already too, too wretched father. 

As soon as I have found a place of refuge, 

I’ll cause the tidings to be sent to thee. 

We shall, I hope, be reunited soon. 

Think what it costas jn$ to abandon thee . . • 

But yet ! . . ah how ? . . 

ML And must I once more lose thee ? 

Once more permit thee to return alone 
To former sufferings, to a wandering life, * 

To perils, and to solitary caves l . . 

Ah, if I only always were with thee ! . . 

1 might, perchance, alleviate thy ills 
By sharing them. * 

Da. I do beseech thee, Michal, s 
By our affection ; and, if there be need, 

1 also do command thee ; inasmuch 
As one that Ipires, as I do, may command, 

Do not now follow me : thou canst not do it 
Without ensuring my effectual ruin. — 

But if God will my safety, I ought not 
To tarry logger here : the time advances : 

Some spy from his pavilion might detect us, 

And cruelly divulge our pu/poses. 

I know each bosky covert of this hill. 

And feel most certain that I can elude 
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All human vigilance. — Give, give me now 
The last embrace. JNfa y God be thy support 1 
And do thou never, never quit thy fatlier, 

Till Heaven once more unite thee to thy consort. .*■ 
ML The last embrace?.. And shall I then sur- 
vive it ? ^ 

I feel, I feel my trembling he^rt-strings burst . . . 
Da, And I ? . . But 1 beseech thee check thy 
tears. — 

Now imp my feet with wings* Almighty God 

SCENE TIIE frgCpND. 

' ( 

Michtil. 

ML •* . H© flies ! . . Oh heavens ... I will pursue 
him ... Ah ! 

With whfl| invisible fetters am I bound ? . . . 

1 cannot follow him. — He flies from me! . . 

Scarce can I stand . . . much less o’ei take his steps • . 
Onfce more then have 1 lo*t him ! . . Who can tell 
When l shall sec foim • And art thou a wife, 

Thou Wretched lady ? . « Were thine nuptial rites ? . . 
No, no* no more beside my cruel father 
Will ! remain. I follow thee, oh&npuse . . 

\et if l follow him I cause his dqatn ?**** 

Can feign accordance with his steps. 

Dissemble my slow pace ? . . But from yon camp 
What murmur do I hear, like din of arms ? . . 

1 hear it plainly . • and it waxes louder : 

And with the truwapet’s dissonance is miVd : 

Tl»e it axnp of horsee alsd . . V\ hat is this ? 

Th* attack before «the rising of the sun t 

Saul gave »& hint of this. Who Knows ? . . Perchance 
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My brothers . . Jonathan . . alas . . in danger ! . . 

But tears and howlings and deep groans I hear 
From the pavilion of my father rise ? 

Unhappy fisher ! . . I will run to meet him . . 

But . . lie himself approaches ; how forlorn ! • . 

IIow desolate,! .. How little like*- himself ! . . 

© 

CCEfcE THE THIRD. 

Saul , Michal. 

Sa. Incensed, tretnendous shade, ah quit my 
sight 1 . . 

Leave me, oh let^ve vo& [ • . At thy feet 1 kneel ! * . 
Where do 1 Hy ? . * Where can I hide myself? . . 

Oh fierce, vindictive spectre be appeased . . 

But to my supplications art thou deaf/ 

And dost thou spurn me ? . . Burstasund^r, earth, 
Swallow me up alive . Ah ! that at least 1 
The fierce and threatening looks of that dire shade 
May not quite pierce me through , , 

ML From whom flies t tkou ? 

No one pursues thee. Ddst thoti not see me f 
Father, dost thou not know me ? 

Sa* Oh most high, * 

Most holy priesl> wilt thou that here I pause i 
Oh Samuel, thou flpy real father once. 

Dost thou command it ? Prostrate, sec, I fall 
At thy supreme command Thou, with thy hand, 
Placed’st the royal crown upon this head ; 

Thou didtft adorn it ; strip it, strip it mow 
Of all its honours; tread them un^ler foot.— 

But oh . . the flaming swotd of God's revenge 
Which glares eternally before my eyes t . 

VOL. m. If 
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Thou, who canst do it, snatch it not from me, 

Oh no. but from my children. Of my crime. 

My children they are innocent . . 

ML Oh state * 

Of agony unparallel’d ! — Thy sight 
Bodies forth things that are not : father, turn 
Thyself to me.. , 

Sa . Oh joy ! . . Is peace inscribed 
Upon thy face ? Severe old man, hast thou 
In part my prayers accepted ? From thy feet 
I will not rise, till thou lia^t first deliverM 
My unoffending children from thj vengeance. — 
What voice exclaim’d, “ And David was thy son ; 

« And thou pursued’st him, yes • • e’en to death.” 
Of what dost thou accuse me ? . . Pause, oh pause . . 
David, where Ife he ? . . Find him : let him come ; 
And let him slay me at his wilj and reign . . 
Provided only that he spare my children, 

Be the throne hi$ . . But art thou pitiless ? . , 

Thine eyes are orbs of blood ; thy hand is fire, 

And fire thy sword ; thy ample nostrils breathe 
Sulphureous flames* that glare and dart at me . » 
They’ve caught me new t they bum my heart to 
dust : 

Where shall 1 fly ? . . or whither find deliverance ? 

ML Cannot my hands restrain thee, nor my voice 
Convince thee of the truth ? Hear me: thou art . . 

Sa. But no ; on this side a prodigious stream 
Of blood restrains my steps . . Atrocious sight! 

On both its shores in mountains are up~pj{ed 
Great heaps of recent corpses : all is death 
On this side : ^.lithefwarJ 1 then will fly . . 

But what do J behold ? Who then arc ye ? — 
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k< Wi* arc the* children of Ahimclech. 
f * I am Ahimclech. Die, monarch, die."— 

What cry is that ? I recognize him well : 

With recent blood he recks; let him drink mine. 
And who is this that drags me from behind ? 

Thou, SamueJ, thou ? — What did he say? That soon 
We all should be with him ? J only, I 
Shall be with thee ; Vut spare my children . . spare. — 
Where am I ? . . In an instant from my sight 
Dave all the spectres vanish’d Where am I ? 

What have i said ? What am 1 doing i Who 
Art thou ? What dissonance is this 1 hear ? 

It seems to me most like the din of battle : 

But the day dawns not yo.t : ah yes, it Is 
War’s horrid uproar. Quickly, quickly bring 
My shield, my spear, my helmet : now with Speed 
The weapons, the king’s weapons. I will die. 

But in the camp. 

Mi. Father, what art thou doing ? 

Be tranquil . . to thy daughter . . 

Ha. I will have 

My arms; what daughter > NoW thou dost obey me* 
My helm, my spear, my shield : these are my children. 
Mi. I will not leave thee, no.. 

Ha. The trumpets sound 
Louder and louder. Thither let me go ; 

For me my sword alone will be sufficient 

Thou, quit my side, dcpait; obey me: there 
The death which I am now pursuing dwells. 
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SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Saul, Michal , Abner, with a Jew fugitive Soldiers* 
Ah . Oh wretched king ! . , Now whither dost thou 

This is a dreadful night. 

Sc i. But whence this battle ? r 
Ah . The foe assail’d us unawares : w® are 
Wholly discomfited . . 

Sa. Discomfited ? 

And Jiv’st thou, traitor ? 

Ab. I ? I live to save thee. 

Now, now perchance thy fpes rush hitherward : 

We are compelled to shun the first attack : 
Meanwhile the day will dawn. Thee will i lead, 
With a tew followers, to yon upland copses . . 

Sa Shall 1 then live, while all my people fall ? 

Ab. Ah come ! . . advance . . . the tumult waxes 
louder. 

Sa . My children . . Jonathan • . do they too fly > 
Do they abandon me ? 

Ab. Oh Heaven ! . . Thy children • • 

No, no ; they tied not . . ill-starr'd progeny ! , . 

Sa. I understand thee : they are all destroy’d . . 
ML Alas ! . . My brothers ? . . 

Ab Thou no more hast sons. 

Sa . What now remains for me i . . Thou, thou 
alone, 

But not for me*.rmain6st. — In my heart 
Have L been long time tiqplly resolved : 

And now tht hour ia tome.— Abner, the last 
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Is this of my commands. My daughter now 
Guide to some place of safety. 

Ml Father, no; 

Around th©c will I twine myfelf; the foe 
"Will never aim a sword against a female. 

Sa. Oh daughter ! . . say no ropre : compel me not 
To weep. *A conquer’d king should never weep. 
Save her, oh Abner* go : hut if she fall 
Within the enemy’s power, say not, oh no. 

That she’s the child of Saul, rather assure them 
That mid is David’s wife ; they will respect her. 

Go; Hy.. 

A!). She shall, I swear to thee, be safe. 

If 1 can aught avail; but.thou meantime . . 

Mi, Oh ! . . father • . 1 will not, I cannot leave 
thee . . 

Sa . 1 will it ; and I yet am king. But see. 

The armed bands approach : Abner, fly hence ; 
Drag her by force with thee if it be needful. 

Mi. Oh father ! . . and for ever ? . . 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Saul . 

Sa. Oh my children ! . . 

I was a father.— *See thyself alone, 

Oh king ; of thy so many friends and servants 
Not one remains.— -Inexorable God, 

Is thy retributory wrath appeased ? 

But thou remain’st to me, (Si sword ; now cOme 
My faithful servant in extremity* — 

Hark, hark ! the howlings of the insolent victors ; 
The lightening of f their burning torches glares 
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Before my eyes already ; and I see 

Their swords by thousands . . — Impious Philistine, 

Thou shalt find me, but like a king, here < . dead. 1 


1 As he falls transfixed on his own swore 1 , the victorious 
Philistines rotue up to him in a crowd with blc ung torches 
and bloody swords. While these rush,witl» loud cries towards 
Sauf, the curtain falls. „ , 
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Leonidas. 

Agesistrata* 

Agiziade. 

Anfharus. 


Ephoru 
Scnai ors # 

People. 

Soldiers of Leonidas . 


5cene, — T he Forum, ‘afterwards the Prison, of 
Sparta. 


ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Leonidas , Anpharus • 

vf;i. Behold, Leonidas, tliou once more sittest 
I'pon thy royal throne. Entirely, Sparta, 

Or ot her citizens the better part, 

Those who are really and maturely wise, 

The lovers of the public weal, have turn’d 
Their eyes to thee, expecting, by thy means. 

To gain a respite from their long digress. 

Le. YctjJ^i&e I do not deem, whffe Agls lives, 
That I am knig of Sparta. He not only 
Lives, but reign#' aho fn the hearts of many. 

This temple is to him a place of refuge, 
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Whose neighbouring portals every day arc fill’d 
With a tumultuary audacious throng. 

Who yet desire him for their king, and cry 
For him once more rny partner on the th r one. 

An, And fearest thou to be overcome by him ? 
I swear, and all the other ephori 
Swear likewise, Agi$ never shall bo kihg* e 
But art is rather needful now than force . • 

Le . Lately had he such influence acquired, 
That he had dared, with his contrivances, 

And with his new and ill-imagined laws, 

To overturn all Spartan institute* 

By open force, and from the throne to drive 
Me into exile : ought f, in that throne, 

Jteseated by my fairhiul Spartans, now 
To avenge myself on him by hidden schemes ? 

An, Ihou art compel I’d to stoop to stratagems 
He is thy son-in-law. The duv that thou 
In cruel banishment, alone, abandon'd, 

ItobbM ol thy royal crown, from Sparta wentest, 
lie skew'd thee kmune*«. To the tierce assassin, 
That in p irsuit o. thee, to spill thy blood, 
Agefiiau-* snni, nub open three 
Agh opposed himself, and led thee safe 
(Thou niud runciiibu ) to fegma’s confines : 

In this one «ict alone lie did not seem 
The son or Agesistiata,Jn this 
Ope ly adverse to her guilty brntlier. 

Thou only now, canst prosecute thy vengeance 
By feign'd concernment for the public good, 

Le, An infamous gift he wde me of my life 
The day that he expeiPd die from the throne ; 
And as the injury most exquisite. 
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Should I impute it to him. He deemM me 
A foe no longer to be fear’d ! To-day 
Will I in this entirely undeceive him. 

That lie’s nr\y son-in-law, doubles in me 
My hatred towards him. Son-in-law to me ? 

Ah ! what was my mistake t’ have given to him 
A lady so dissimilar in marriage ? 

No reparation but hij death remains. 

Beloved Agiziade, mine on!) r daughter. 

Thou my companion, my solace thou 
Wert to me in my dreary exile. She 
Abandon’d her beloved spouse, since he 
Was hostile to her father ; she esteem’d 
The ties of nature more imperative 
Than those of love : and she would rather drag 
A wretched wandering life ivith me, than share 
The throne with my unworthy adversary. 

An. Vet in proportion as thy rage is just. 

Suppress its workings, if thou would'st indulge it. 
Not less than thee 1 hate the haughty Agis ; 

And his parade of antiquated virtues, 
reign’d to reflect on us. It is a folly 
No less ambitious than malevolent, 

To seek to rivet Sparta with those chains 
That erst Lycurgus framed : yet his design 
Has no less scope than this ; hence had his rule 
B educed our city to extremity : 

And yet distracted, languishing she lies, 

In tumults, and perplexities involved. 

But all things change with time. Those factious 
traitors, 

The ephori, Agesilaus* slaves, - 
And more to him devoted than to Agis, 

* * 2 
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Are all with him now banish’d or destroy’d, 

And Sparta now in ns alone is centred* 

But the flagitious, discontented people. 

Always desirous of new men and measures, 

Yet, as a means to their pernicious views. 

Their suffrage give to Agis. Ill can wc 
Restrain them b> mere force ; it is not safe 
In a new government to use coercion. 

The people* may, with less of peril, be 
Deluded than compelled. Leave thou to me 
This enterprise, in which, not less than thine, 

M} r heart an interest takes. But here, behold 
Come* Agesistrata. This lady makes 
Fredi progress in tli’ affections of the Spartans 
From day to day : she also should be fear'd. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

AgcsUtraia, Leonidas , Anphana, 

Ages . Who interrupts my progress i While I go 
To tlie asylum of the Spartan monarch, 

Around these confines do I not behold 
Another, and new king of Sparta stalk ? 

Le. And had I an asylum in the world 
On that disastrous day, when Sparta’s king 
From Sparta I was driven ? F<?r a long time 
I lived in exile from the thrdiae ; and lived, 

Which is for worse, apparently a culprit. 

Grief would have slain me, if my innocence, 
Together with my usurp’d majesty, 

Had not been fully to myself restored 
By wiser council* of th.lt very Sparta. 

Cleombjftftus, my execrable rival, 
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Banish’d from Sparta, he, to whom thy son, 
blaster of all things then, my sceptre gave, 

Himself made my defence. To publish his. 

Why delays Agis ? lie was on the throne 
My colleague ; yet he is my daughter’s consort ; 
And may, if so it please him, be my foe— 

But say, what "other cause exccpft his guilt 
Detains him now imprison’d in the temple l 
slges. Leonidas, to Sparta and to me 
Thou art but too well known : what are thy faults, 
And what are those of Agis, is express’d 
In a few words. Agis wish’d Sparta free ; 

Equal her citizens, courageous, strong, 

And terrible : true Spartans : and he wish’d. 

Not to be paramount to any man, 

Except in magnanimity and virtue. 

Kich, mrreenar), sunk in indolence, 

Effeminate, by party spiiit torn. 

Such as she is in short, Leonidas 
Desired her still to be. To guilt ascribed 
Art Agis’ purposes, because the bad 
In Sparta o’er the good preponderate 5 
Those of Leonidas ascribed to virtue. 

Because they aie adapted to the times. 

To-day, at loast, remember if them canst. 

That my son shew’d himself the open foe 
Of thy power only, never of thy person; 

Kedect that now thou would’st nofc iive, if he, 

More citizen than king, had not preserved, 

And perhaps to his own detriment, thy life. 

Le. Mis true, that Agis, perhaps in spite of thee. 
On that same day on which thy cruel brother 
Vnt vile assassins to destroy my. life, 
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By other satellites, to him attach’d, 

Preserved me living, and exempt from* wounds : 

But can a banish’d king, of throne bereft. 

Bereft of honour and of innocence, 

By a fierce rival, his ill-granted life 
Ascribe to generous impulses of pity ? 

Ages. The gift was no less noble than imprudent : 
Agis himself so deem’d it; but innate 
Is magnanimity in that great hdart. 

Th' illustrious Agis would not, with thy blood, 
Contaminate the enterprise, at once 
Unparallel’d and generous, of a king, 

Resolved spontaneously to reinstate 
His people in illimitable freedom. 

I ne’er dissuaded him front pardoning thee ; 

And perhaps should have attempted it in vain : 
Mother of Agis, could I e’er betray 
A heart less high than that of such a son ? 

’Tis true, I call Agesilaus brother ; 

But now of such a name he is unworthy. 

With florid eloquence, and specious viitues, 
Covering his irreclaimable corruption, 

Agis and Sparta, and with these myself. 

He hath deceived . . . 

Le. Never Leonidas. 

Agefi. He was tny counterpart, and thence well 
known. v v 

To take for ever from the creditors 
And debtors, from the rich and mendicants, 

Their Anti-Spartan names, Agesilaus, 

More than all other men, persuaded Agis, 

Seeing him. >elf by oujr example forced 
To s^Okiffce his riches, and subdued 
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By brutal avarice, disgracing thus 
TlV ephori’s sacred function, he forbade 
The high participation. Hence the people, 
Confused, apd more oppress’d, in doubt and fear 
Betwixt their not extinguish’d servitude. 

And their confounded, scarce reviving freedom, 
ltecalfd thee the throne : and* chose in thee 
A worthy instrument to prop once more 
Their soft, incurably Corrupted customs. 

That very people, to thy hands gave bound 
Cleombrotus, ere while elected king : 

That very peopl^to the custody 

Of an asylum only relegates 

Agis, their monarch once so idolized. 

An . Far more is he protected by the laws, 

Than by this his asylum. Though he be 
I’ll* annuller and subverter of those laws, 

Yet does he owe to them and us his safety. 

To us, true ephori, before all Sparta, 

Will be be challenged to defend himself : 

Provided he can prove his innocence, 

He need not fear the monarch or his people. 

Le. If in his heart he is not sc i (‘-accused, 

Whence this asylum ? Why not summon me 
To an impartial judgment at the just 
And popular tribunal ? 

Ages. Because thou 
Dost render it (of virtue destitute) 

Thy instrument with bribery and arms. 

Because thou dost return full of revenge, 

Which that tribunal too well knows : in short. 
Because thy new, not SpaVtan ephori, 

Other than legal terrors fulminate. 
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My Agis knows not fear ; but lie would snatcli 
Himself from infamy ; which evermore 
He who usurps authority, on others 
Can, for a transient space at least, bestow. 

Le . What will thy Agis do then ? He cannot 
Now longer keep himself conceal'd, if he 
Fear real infamy. ' * 

An . Much less can Sparta, 

In her existing strange vicissitudes, 

Endure the loss of one of her two kings. 

Agis still bears the name, yet he performs not 
The necessary functions of a king 
Meanwhile within its ramparts, and without 
Sparta is insecure ; its institutes 
Are all despised ; and there is need . . . 

Ages. Of Agis ; 

And with him need of every thing that’s good. 
The enemies of Sparta know this truth 
As well as wc, in whose breasts Agis only 
Revived a terror of our arms. Yes, Agis, 

The beardless Agis, made the yEtoliaiis tremble, 
On whom the great Aratus, hoary leader, 

Made no impression with his fierce Achaiane. 

1 do conjure thee now, Leonidas, 

To undertake no scheme for his destruction. 

I or notwithstanding fate, often unjust, 

Should crown thy efforts now in the attempt, 

From thence would’st thou in course of time entail 
Heavy disgrace and blame upon thyself, 

And on thy country lasting detriment. 

A know not whether country be to thee 
A sacred .iame; but.amobg us it is 
A liases so strong and paramount to all. 
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That if a fleetjog doubt rose in my heart 
Whether the thoughts, much more the deeds of Agis, 
Were all directed to the good of Sparta, 

I, though his mother, I would first implore 
Against my son, in all its plenitude, 

The inexorable rigour of the laws. 

Act thou ttyen’now according to thy judgment, 

Nor Agis, nor who brought him into life, 

Save for their country and their countrymen 
Can ever tremble : tfiou, although in arms. 

And in a prosperous state, within thy heart 
Self-conscious, tremble for thyself alone. 

Le. Lady, thou art a mother, and of one 
Thou art a mother who possess’d the sceptre, 
Hence I excuse thee. Fear in you dwells not ; 

So say’st thou. May its absence be auspicious ; 

But the ephori and Sparta, and myself 
Give to you only one whole day to prove 
This innocence of yours, for ever vaunted. 

And never proved. Let him at last come forth, 
And exculpate himself; and even me, 

If so he will, let him accuse : his choice, 

Except in reference to this asylum, 

Is free in all things else. But say to hittl* 

If he persist to sequestrate himself, 

That Sparta by to-morrow’s dawn no more 
Deems lum her king, and I no more a colleague. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Agesistrata , Anpharus • 

An. He speaks embitter'd by his recent exile : 
But Sparta doth n^t share in his ’resentments* 

10 
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Thou shouldcst, (hou, to whom alike £p*e dear 
Agis and Sparta, strive to adapt thy son 
To times like these, and inculcate compliance * . . 

Ages * To compromise his honour, not myself. 
Nor you, nor Sparta, ever could induce him. 

That the king’s rage is not the rage of Sparta, 
The throng immense of Spartans in fresli troops. 
Round his asylum every day assembled, 
Sufficient!)' convince me, who call him, 

With loud, audacious, and intrepid cries, 
Preserver, sovereign-citizen, and father ; 

Second deliverer, a new Lycurgus. 

His virtue must indeed be eminent, 

Since Sparta thus dare praise him at her peril ; 
Since admiration of that excellence 
Greater effects in Sparta can produce 
Than all the terror of your arm’d adherents. 

An . The people gather into crowds, and shout, 
Yet nothing they attempt : nor will their vile 
And turbulent deportment aught effect. 

Except increasingly to exasperate 

The good against thy son. Thou canst do much, 

Mother of Agis, on the Spartan people ; 

On Agis canst do more : the first induce, 

(I pray thee hear) to cease from turbulence ; 

The second, for a little time at least, 

To adapt himself to time and circumstance. 

If thy son’s good, and if the good of all 
Thou dost desire, ’tis ill, thou k now’s!, ensured 
By civil violence and rabid strife. — 

If thou refuses*, in a cause like this, 

Warmly exert thyself, not wrongfully, 
Leonidas,, and Sparta, and myself. 
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VVill execrate you as domestic foes ; 

Then, then 'will irre frag ably appear 
That all your ample wealth, a tribute large. 

Was with malignant purposes relinquish'd 
To purchase in reversion for yourselves 
supremacy, and^not equality , 

The fame of iofty efforts, good or bad. 

On the event depends.# Let not your deeds. 
Magnanimous and generous (if they are,) 

Receive a taint froru other men's suspicions. 

Which tax you now with probable repentance 
For such a mighty gift ; and further tax you 
With a design luge harvest thence to reap. 

1, as a magistrate and citizou, 

No! as a foe, mv every tiling before thee : 

On you alone it afterwards depends 
To take what measures seem the most expedient. 

SCENE I HE FOURTH. 

Agesiait at a. 

Ages, Fain would these men gain time ; but time 
shall not 

Be granted to them. Ah, the suavity 
Of Anpharus, so subtly feign'd ; the rage 
Of fierce Leonidas, with pain repress'd, 

Too manifestly indicate to me 
The destiny of Agis and of Sparta. 

Let nothing now be left untried to save them ; 

And if our country's angry gods with blood 
Alone can be appeased, myself and Agis 
Will for that country die ; we’re bbrn to serve her. 
May Sparta from ouj: ashes rise once more. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SCEJ^ THE FIRST. 

. ' *^ is ' 

Agis . Ye pitying gods, who have till now been 
pleased • 

To rescue from Leonidas’s rage 
My well-known innocence, no more can I 
Remain within your temple. I from you 
Sought an asylum, that my infirm country 
Might not be forced t’ endure more violence, 

More slaughter, and more broils : now there are those 
Who dare ascribe this step to my misdeeds, 

And to the terror of just punishment. 

Behold, at once the asylum I relinquish. — 

Oh Sparta, Sparta ! ... To thy true deliverers 
Must thou be ever fatal ? Ah, to me 
Were but the fate allow M that once befell 
Thy first illustrious father ! Not content 
With everlasting exile, on himself 
Inflicted by Lycurgus, I would chuse 
Further, ignoble death, if by that death 
I might at least behold with thee revive 
The pristine vigour of thy sacred laws ! . . 

But who so quickly comes to this asylum ? . . 

Whom do I see ? Oh heavens ! Agiziade ! . . 

The daughter of Leonidas ! . . Alas ! . . 

That consort, who, although so well beloved* 

Yet for b to, father’s sake abandon’d me ! 
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SCENE THE SECOND* 

A gis 9 Agiziade * 

AgL What do I see? My Agis, hast thou ven- 
tured 

To leave the asylum ? Speedily I came 
To find thee there . . ,, 

Agis. Whatever thou wert towards me, 

My still beloved consort, why dost thou 

Thus bend thy steps towards a wretched husband ? 

Agi Scarce can 1 speak, oh Agis. . . I return 
To thee, with thy embitter’d, alter’d fate. 

Thy mournful state, and thjjt alone, had power 
To tear me from my father. On the day 
That I was forced, oh consort, to abandon 
My children, and thyself, that I might not 
Sutler my father, in his wretched exile. 

To go from us a lonely fugitive, 

I felt my heart as if asunder torn ; 

Nor would’st thou ever have beheld me more, 

I now confess to thee, in Sparta’s soil, 

If to the cruel shafts of adverse fortune 
He had remain’d obnoxious. Once more he 
Is raised on high ; thou, in thy turn, depress’d. 
Who, who could now dissever me from thee ? 

With all my heart do I to thee return : 

And I conjure thee, by my unfeign’d Jove; 

(For thine, I know not if I yet possess it;) 

By those loved children once to thee so dear ; 

And further 1 conjure thee Ijy thy country, 

To which thou art so loftily devoted. 

To grant at least a respite for the present 
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To tli}'' new institutes. May love of peace, 

The first of benefits, to this induce thee : 

Be pleased to reassume, as heretofore, 

In strict conjunction with Leonidas, 

Supreme controulment of the Spartan state. 

A gis. Lady, who could that fondness ever blame 
Thou bear’st thy father ? Thou cansf never knov 
him ; 

This is not tijy prerogative : most good, 

Most fond, most pious, most accomplish’d, thou. 

In these corrupted times, a rare example 
Of pi is Line conjugal and filial love ; 

Feci’ftt no holicitudc except to be 

The generous partner of his destiny 

Whom adverse fortunes persecutes the most. 

If thou wert ever dear to me, to see thee 
To-day return to me when all men tiy, 

Makes thee to me more dear. From thy great hear 
Less i expected not : I only fear’d 
That with his happiness intoxicate, 

Leonidas perchance might interdict 
Thy quitting him for me. 

Agi. Just were thy fears. 

Since Sparta as a conqueror received him 
Three days have past ; three days have also past 
That I have combated with him for thee. 

Nor, since I could not his consent obtain. 

Was i less firm, whatever the risk might be, 

To join thee here. Ilimsclf, at length compliant, 
A little while ago to thee would send me 
A messenger of peace he, by my lips, 

Now profr rs it to ihee without reserve ; 

He begs thee and conjures thee, that thou wilt. 
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(Abandoning thy retreat,) in concert with him, 
Adopt all means whence Sparta may obtain 
Henceforth entire indissoluble peace. 

Agis* Doth 'lie send thee to me? This change, so 
sudden, 

Permits the indulgence of no joyful hope. 

What do i sa*? If in himself he hope not, 

Can \gis hope ? What«more remains for me 
To fear, when my poor country every day 
Is more enslaved ? — more, every day, remote 
From her primaeval eminence, her great, 

Illustrious, and immortalizing virtues? 

I had already of my own accord 
Abandon'd my retreat : far *>ther motives 
Had now induced me to anticipate 
The crafty wishes of Leonidas . . 

Ah! this will he a memorable day 
To Sparta and to me ; fatal perchance 
To thee, if thou dost love me - . I cannot. 

Oh my beloved consort, doubt of this . . 

But, if thou hearkenest to my upright words, 

Do not thou, worthy of a better father, 

I do beseech thee, irritate in vain 

His captious soul. Live for thy children’s sake; 

,, Against the rage of fierce Leonidas 
Be thou to them a slrield : those lofty thoughts 
Which I have ever shared with thee, and which 
Thou feltest so profoundly, fortified 
By other lofty ones in thee innate, 

Which are the source sublime of filial love, 

Do thou in them transfuse, that they may, live 
The glory of their father and their*country. 

Athirst for vengeance* do I not expire, 
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But Spartan virtues panting to restere : 

Provided that they one day may arise. 

Although in distant times, from sons of mine, 

With this my spirit will be satisfied . . ' 

Agi. My heart thou rendest . . Why thus speak of 
death ? . , 

Agis . Thou art a Spartan, and the wife of Agis ; 
Refrain from tears. My blrod may serve my coun- 
try ; 

My tears cannot serve thee. Ah, dry thine eyes ; 
Compel me not to weep . . 

Agi. I know full well 
The bitter agonies of thy sublime, 

Devoted heart ; thy upright, generous schemes 
Within my breast profoundly are engraved; 

And if in their complete accomplishment 
The entire and lofty ruin of my father 
Wou* not involved, e’en at the risk of life, 

Wouldn't thou find me first ready to promote them . , 
How oft have I lamented o’er that father, 

So different to thee ! How oft have I 
Wept that I was his daughter l Yet, alas! 

I was indeed, and am . . and ’twixt you two 
I live distracted, and 1 ought to be 
The means of amity betwixt you both, 

Or ought to die. 

Agis. If thou in other times, 

From other blood Iiadst been in Sparta born, 
Daughter of Sparta, mother of true Spartans 
Thou would’st have been* Yet thy not Spartan father 
I would not as a crime to thee impute. 

Prompted by thy Vnost generous, lofty heart, 

But not well disciplined, I heard thy lips 



Pronounce tliy Other’s and thy consort’s names. 

But not thy country’s. Yet why should I wonder, 

If thou art more a daughter and a wife 
Than citizen?, Whate’er thou art, I love thee ; 

^Nor any force, save that of my example, 

To thy not Spartan feelings would I use. 

Hence I conjjureMiee by our love, yea, more, 

If it bej^cedud l command, that thou 
Should’st manifest to-day that thou art yet 
E’en more a mother tfian a wife or daughter.— 

But whence this horrible tumult that approaches? 
What crowd is this? what cries? oh heaven! mv 
mother ! 

And a great multitude of people arm’d 
Pursues her steps ! 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Agis, Agcs'istratn , Agiziade, People . 

Ages. My son, and what, hast thou 
Left thy retreat ? In whom dost thou confide? 

In the base daughter of Leonidas ? 

Behold, i bring thee a more certain succour ; 

These will at any moment be prepared . . . 

Agis. Oh mother, thou should’st better know thy 
son : 

I in myself, or else in no one, trust. 

She whom thou call’st Leonidas’s daughter* 

Is both my wife and friend, and one with me.— 
Spartans, if ye indeed are sif,ch, whom now 
1, at the risk of my renown, behold 
Tumultuously menacing in arms; • 

Spartans, now Agis speaks to you ; no arms 
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I, m my favour, ever will endure „ 

Against nqy country. I seek no protection ; 

Nor fear i $ny man. I well suffice 
To authenticate my perfect innocence : 

To make that innocence completely triumph 
O’er other’s malice, not with arms indeed, 

But with more firm resolves, ye might yourselves 
A just support one day have r given to me: 

But now, too late and vain, and (which is worse) 
Illicit, would your interference be. 

Ages- And would’st thou then expose thyself un- 
arm’d 

To the malign rage of Leonidas ? 

To the bribed ephori’s perfidious snares ? 

Ah ! I endure it not, nor these true sons 
Of Sparta will endure it, who an all 
Now ready for their king to yield their lives. 

People. Yes, we are all ready to die for Agis. 
Agis. Agis and Sparta heretofore were one;. 

Now’ are they thoroughly by fate disjoin’d ; 

Now that, perchance, ’tis indispensable 
That Agis perish to make Sparta safe. 

Blood should be never spill’d ; much less when blood 
Cannot regenerate virtue. Ye cannot 
Now die for me, without the sacrifice 
Of many others : and your own lives here, 

And those of others equally, are all 
Not but the possession of your country. 

There ffle, I know, in multitudes there are, 
Misguided citizens : but^o restore them 
To the btri^gfit path of duty I prepare 
A reconciySory s&crifice. 

With this c^n I compel them to amendment ; 
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With this make you with fervour more intense 
The worshippers of self-renouncing virtue. 

Agi* Oh wretched me ! Thou mak’st me tremble. 
Sp3ak. 

What dost thou now intend ? 

Ages. Lady, for whom 

Arc these tWy fears, thy husband or thy father ? 
^gffi^Mother, thou* know’st not how it wounds 
my hearts ^ 

To hear thee thus irreverently taunt 

]\Iy faithful wife. She has this instant made 

Herself, with her true filial piety, 

More dear to me than ever yet she was. — 

Mother, and wife, and citizens, attend. — 

I have resolved within my inmost heart 
To make malignancy itself confess, 

The most invidious, and the most depraved, 

That Pin a real lover of my country. 

A king, a father, and a citizen, 

And nothing else have I to Sparta been ; 

At least if I am not deceived : in others 
Perl taps 1 myself, with violence, inspired 
At first some misconception of myself. 

This choice of an asylum thence was not 
To wisdom in me, but a guilty conscience, 

And terrors of just punishment, ascribed. 

Thence Agis of a vulgar king endured 
The insufferable stigma. But to-day. 

Such as it is, my heart shall be reveal’d. 

Oh welcome, yes, thrice Welcome, is the danger 
Which I am forced to encounter,, to clear 
The good which I attempted to effect, 

And of those men vfhose interest is in evil 


vol. in. 
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The circumvent! ve and invidious malice i 
I well knew how to prove myself a king ? 

And dared to do it, for the public good ; 

And for my private good I also dare 
Become once more a private citizen. 

Not that I hope at present to convince 
The countless disaffected ; they in heart 
Already are too much so ; but- 1 ought 
Now in the presence of collected 'Sparta, 

To cover them with shame and infamy. 

They would, and still 1 hope they will, accuse me : 

I rather with my actions, than with words, 

Shall undertake to exculpate myself. 

First would I unreservedly to Sparta 
Promulgate my intentions, then submit . . . 

People . Agis submit ! No, never ! All of us 
Will make those traitors listen to thy' words . . . 

Agis. Not you, oh no ! Truth, from my lips alone ; 
Shall make me by unwilling ears be heard. 

And if my honour in your sight is dear. 

If I have any thing from you deserved ; 

If there is aught in me ; or if, at least, 

Ye, from the recollection of my deeds, 

For something hope, I supplicate, exhort, 

Nay, I command you, to lay down your arms, 

And to the ephori, whate’er they be, 

To render, with myself, submission due. 

The king/of Persia, when he finds that foes 
Are risen against himself within his realm, 

Accosts them, with comptffsatory weapons ; 

But Sparta^inonarph doth esteem himself 
E’en to his eiieitiies accountable : 

At first he strives to baffle calumny 

" 
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With arguments ; but if in vain, he meets it 
With the immoveable calmness of a king. — 

I grieve that, and eternally shaJl grieve, 

The same'Leonidas, who thus assails me, 

Unheard and exiled, from your city went. 

Perchance hie cause he could sot have defended ; 
Perchance he would not have attempted it ; 
BufPfa^this purpose* I should have allow’d him 
Ample conveniet*^ My guilty colleague, 
Agesilaus, was resolved on force ; 

My opposition ineffectual proved. 

Few are aware of this : hence lie and I 
In the same imputation are involved. 

I from thenceforth discover’d, though too late, 

That he was only a dissembling Spartan ; 

But time press’d on me, and the lofty wish 
To effect the good, to which the banishment 
Of fierce Leonidas (its ehiefest hindrance) 

Seem’d to prepare the way. His exile, hence, 

Just, but indicted in an unjust manner, 

I tolerated for the good of Sparta. 

People . And who knows not that thou didst save 
his life ? 

Ag L Yes, by his means alone my father yet 
Enjoys the breath of life. Myself beheld 
The ciuel danger which surrounded him; 

The assassins of Agesilaus now 

Had almost in their snares entangled him, 

When opportunely Agis* partisans 
Dispersed them, and deliver’d us unhurt* 

Ages . Leonidas to-day*wouid hcne& repay him, 
By wresting from him not his life alone, 

But his fame also*. 
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Agis, To effect tills purpose ** 

The tyrant has no power : on me alone, 

And on my deeds, my fame depends. 

Ages . The firm 

And persevering project to oppress thee, 

The jealousy of otheic, from thy deeds' 

Solely arise. But Anpharus comes hither, 

The Friend and colleague worth) of the tyra^' 
Agis . Let him be heard. " 

Ag?\ Oh heavens ! for thee I tremble . . . 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Agis, Agesistrata, Agiziade, Anpharus, People . 

An . Far from thy refuge, \gis, in the midst 
Of such a throng, I did not think to find thee. 
But yet more grateful witnesses than these 
I could not wish to meet. 1 hither come 
The will of Sparta to unfold to thee. 

Agis. It is . . . 

An. Pacific. 

Agis. How? 

An . It breathes true peace. 

If peace be not too adverse to thy views ; 

Or if at once security and greatness 

Thou dost not seek in turbulence and discord. 

Agis . I ought not now to clear myself to thee . 
Perhaps before them to whom I owe the homage, 
Of this I shall acquit myself. Meanwhile, 

What is this ppafe Leonidas proposes ? 

An. Am I iJte mon^rch^ messenger ? I am 
One of the ephori ; in Sparta’s name 
Do I address thee. If thou now ednsent 
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To yield submission to the citizens, 

(The true and wise ones,) and restore once tnoic 
l J eace to tjie city, each new la\V of thine 
Thyself condemning, Sparta, by my lips, 

To-day restores to thee thy royal seat. 

Which thou rtast abdicated by thy Higlit. 

Agis • • • 

AgisT I am tbvsoh, oh mother; now 
On me rely. — Tncte^that in Sparta’s name, 

So that 1 make myself unworthy o fit, 

Offerest to me the throne, 1 pray thee take 
This answer to Leonidas, that I 
Would speak with him, ere to collected Sparta 
I solemnly and finally appeal. 

Agi . I do beseech thee to my father go. 

Oh Anpharus, and urge him to compliance. 

Make him remember that he would not now 
Be blest with life, had it not been for Agis ; 

That he to Agis as a consort gave 
His much-loved only daughter . . • 

Agis. Nothing else 

Make him remember, than that we are both 
The citizens of Sparta ; and that now 
The interest of all obliges him 
To grant me audience. 

An. It is most uncertain 
Whether lie can or will confer with thee, 

Till he has learn’d if his proposed conditions 
Are by thyself rejected or embraced. 

Agis, Lie can, on no account, nor will he do it, 
Refuse to hear me* I, from henceforth, quit 
Tor ever my asylum : round my person 
No train do 1 permit.— Spartans, to you 
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Do I authoritatively exclaim, 

Here, undefended, innocent, alone, 

Will I remain. — Anpharus,* witness thou,* 

The time, the place, the circumstance, all now 
Will be most opportune. Ere it be long, 

I to this forum will return ; and here 
May the king not disdain to come to me*‘ 

1 shall be here Slone ; but let Kim have 
His satellites beside him ; we iLuil be 
By all the citizens of Sparta seen, 

But shall not be by any of them heard. 

An . Since thou wilt have it so, 1 quickly fly 
To bear the tidings to Leonidas. 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Agis, Agesistrata , Agiziade . 

Ams. Well did I know with what a bait t’ entice 
him 

Now, ladies, to my dwelling and my children 
Let me return with you. I shall enjoy 
A few brief, final moments, in your presence, 

Of private consolation, till 1 join 
This fatal conference. 

Agi\ Oh heaven ! . . " 

Ages • Oh son ! 

Wlmt canst thou hope from this perfidious king ? 

Agin. He grasps the fate of Sparta ; and canst thou, 
Oh mother, ask what Agi$ hopes f rom him ? 


The people here retire, au$ disperse. 
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ACT THE THI.RD. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Agis. 

Atfjj;. Lfonidas yet comes no. , _ 

Disdainsthe challenge ? He dare not": here shame, 
If nothing else, sliofeA bring him now. Erewhile 
The people heard the generous invitation, 

That I, by Anpharus, dispatch’d to him : 

Many considerations yet restrain him, 

Many and powerful ; many apprehensions. 

Though he be victor, lurlc within his heart. 

Ah, could I, could I, by his fears promote 
'The interest of Sparta ! . . But at length 
lie comes ; oh ! does he thus appropriate 
A royal retinue ? It fits him well. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Agis, Leonidas^ Soldiers . 

Agin* Oh king, or ere another task begins, 

Thou com’st to hear me ? . . 

Le . Yes, I come to hear thee . . . 

Agis . Then, I demand to speak to thee alone . . • 
Le. Withdraw, 1 — I am alone : I listen to thee* 
Agis . I speak not to thee as thy daughter’s hue- 
band : 

Though, beyond all expression, I adore 
A wife who is the paragon of daughters. 


1 TUe soldiers retire. 
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Le. Sh6 t®, *tis true, a powerful tie betwixt us, 
Ere thd^i^S Sparta drov’st me into exile. 

Agis. i^S^ow it . nor should I now njention it, 
Since I refrain’d from speaking of it then. 

Not that I then forgot it, this thou knowest ; 

But thoughts of Sparta then my speech inspired, 
Whose bidding silenced, and still silences. 

In we all other impulses. — Tftou, king 
Of Sparta, art my foe: but if ^ou art 
Not so of Sparta, I to-day demand. 

And from the gods, protectors of my country, 

Hope to obtain, an eloquence so strong, 

So true, and lofty, that thou may’st by me 
The prompt and certain iriethod now be taught. 
Whence to obtain perchance beyond thy wishes . . . 

Le . Beyond my wishes ? Know’st thou what I 
wish l 

Agis . Vengeance on me, before all other tilings 
Thou wishest, and shalt have it; I to thee 
Will give it thoroughly. Thy second wish 
Is lasting power, and I will point to thee 
Its certain source. Nor satisfied with this ; 

A method, lofty and infallible, 

I offer to thee, whence thou may’st acquire 
Another lileasing, to which perhaps thy thoughts 
Have ne’er aspired : and it is such, that thou 
(Provided it be easy to obtain) 

Canst not despise it. Permanent, immense, 

This will I gain thee yet . . . 

Le. And it is ? . . 

Agis. Fame. — . 

Le. Thou art rather fitted to prevent, than give it.— 
With me the throue thou filledst; never then 
Didst thou concur with me for Sparta's good, 
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Or for our common glory : tliou alone 
Thought’st of thy private interest, and to make 
Thyself a name upon the wreck of mine: 

Hence Sparta to extremity, and* me 
To exile, thou didst goad. I do not mean 
To take revenge for this ; I ought, indeed, 

To exact it new for lacerated Sparta ; 

true-love of peace checks me in this : 
PeacerWhich thycoiteagues in iniquity. 

Although in vainT&^eady to disturb. 

The love of peace, in short, induces me 
To offer to thee now, in Sparta’s name. 

Pardon entire . « . 

Agis. Entire? It is too much 

Come, no one hears us here ; what boots deceit ? 
Thou thinkest that I do not read thy heart ; 

Thou canst not make me think that heart is changed. 
I think, however, that to take from me 
The power and sceptre, would not now suffice 
To make thee fully on the throne secure. 

Thou knowest well that while X live thou canst not 
Install another colleague thy liege vassal : 

But neither dar’st thou at the same time slay me. 
Because thoufrt well aware that in the hearts 
Of many still I reign. Behold thy true, . 

And most-conceal’d reflections : now hear mine. — * 
Within th’ asylum I inclosed myself 
Against my will ; spontaneously I quit it ; 

And force to force, if I were so inclined, 

I might oppose : art to oppose to art, 

I neither have the skill, nor will to do it. 

That to defend my cause, 1 will not spill 
A drop of Spartan blood, thou shouldest now 
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Be well convinced. Thou seest me now alone ; 

I in thy power am placed : behold me how 
A suppliant for my country. 1 am ready 
To yield to thee for her not life alone, 

But also fame. 

Le . Hast thou this fame of thine 
Unspotted, which thou dar’st to offer me ? 

Agis . Unspotted, yes, throughout ; ahd yvn^hy 

. A s is i, ' 

And too illustridtis for thy envi.as eyes. 

Me thou abhorrest ; Sparta I adore : 

Now hear how thou at once may’st gratify 
Thy hatred and my love. 1 undertook, 

By equalizing all the citizens, 

In Sparta to revive true liberty. 

Greatness, and virtue. With the most depraved 
Thou never ceasedst to oppose thyself. 

Although in vain ; and not that thou in this 
Didst never see the common benefit. 

Immense and unalloyed ; not that pure truth, 

With her divine resplendence, did not find, 

Alas ! without inflaming it, a passage 
To thy resisting heart': but in that heart. 

The love of gold, and arbitrary power, 

Wither’d at^once all patriotic thoughts, 

Baffled the cry of truth, the vital warmth, 

And permeating influence of virtue. 

The universal, genuine voice of Sparta 
Removed thee from thy throne, proclaiming thee 
Thy country’s foe : nor didst thou even try 
P impugn the insupportabje reproach. 

In exile afterwards, proscribed, and wandering, 

TJftiu knovvest >vell thou hadst beeij vilely slain ; 
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I hinder’d it : nor do I now say this 
To thee upbnfidingly, but to afford 
No dubious evidence, that not thy ruin, 

But lofty Spartan actions were indeed 
Alone the object of my lofty schemes. 

Le . And of a fatal inadvertency 
Must thou rep'foach thyself in saving me. 

Afld thou wilt make for this, by slaying me, 
Ampmlilbnement. Only do thou learn 
Of me the meanWec.tjiis. — To liberty. 

More that to tyranny, is Sparta inclined : 

Of this be thou assured, though for the present 
Thou hast imposed on her the kingly yoke. 

A transient indignation of the many 
Against the infamous Agfesilaus, 

Hath now replaced thee on the throne, and driven 
Him from the ephori : there are who now 
Deem me a partner in his crimes, and not 
Entirely without cause, while I am silent. 

Do not thou goad me on to clear myself 
Of such reproach effectually ; ’twould be 
Most easy to demonstrate, that the king 
Betray’d at once both Sparta and myself : 

If I make this to all men clear, then thou 
Canst not, without much injury to thyself^ 

Use violence towards me. 

Lc. Thou thinkest so ? 

Agis. Thou knowest it. But do not fear. I wish’d 
To be the Spartan monarch of true Spartans ; 

Thee 1 leave king of these. No force of thine 
Avails to make me guilty : I will, I, 

Make myself culpable before all Sparta ; 

Will yield thee the entire ascendancy 
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Over myself ; will make thee really great 
Against thy will, provided thou aspire 4 
To greatness. 

Le . Thou in vain -insultest me . . . f 
Agis . Do thou thyself, yes now, accomplish that 
For Sparta, and her glory’s sake, which T '> 
Audaciously attempted. From the throne 
Do thou once more promulgate not mv kiws,^ 

But the free, sacred, lofty, maffly 
Of great LycuFgus ; banish pq^>,«Ty 
At once with wealth ; she is the child of wealth ; 
ltesign thy riches ; equalize the people ; 

Become thyself a Spartan, and at once 
Spartans create : . * this purposed I to do ; 

Do thou accomplish it* and snatch from me 

Tlf eternal glory of the enterprise 

If thou wilt swear to me to accomplish this. 

Thou before Sparta as a criminal 

May’st drag me now ; and say I made a pica 

Of public good to screen my private views ; 

And say, that though my purposes were guilty, 
My laws were not so. Thou shall add to this, 
That thou thyself, with a more upright mind. 

And greater singleness of heart, once more 
The glory*#? thy city wilt renew. 

Then in thb^jesence of collected Sparta 
Shall I confess myself deserving death ; 

Shall I confess that the enormities, 

The wrongs 4gesilaus dared commit. 

From me deitved their origin ; that I 

In him a harbinger of tyranny 

Dared to create ; that 1, by his means, sought 

To make a trial of degenerate Sparta, 
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This doubtless will suffice. Death, which thou canst 

not, * 

Except by treachery, now inflict on me, 

(Thou sees^) from my fellow citizens 
Thou wilt obtain it thus, and it will seem 
To them most just. I thus divest myself 
Of that same fame which thou canst not take from 
m v 4 jrne, # 

Which gives the^jimbrage, and to th^e resign it. 

1 die, thou reignest ’r Loth will be contented. 

The throne will not invalidate thy fame ; 

Though to the tomb I carry infamy, 

Still unimpair’d to that tomb shall I bear 
My only hope, that Spart$ by that means 
Shall rise again to renovated' life. 

Le . Dost deem me so corrupt ? 

Agl s, I deem thee great ; 

Since I account thee St to consummate 
My mighty projects ... 

Ze. Shall I lend a hand 
To thy pernicious, impious designs ? . - 

Agis. Thou wilt be utterly from envy freed 
When I am dead; kml thou may’st then fulfil, 

To thy advantage, and to that of Sparta, u 
My mighty purposes. Oh, do thou dare . 

T’ appear thyself exalted in my greatness : 

Envious wert thou ; now do thou wholly hide 
Thy own original baseness with my blood. 

Lift up thy soul to an unhoped-for greatness, 

And make thyself the equal of thy throne. 

Le, The acclamation of the citizens 
Already has abundantly raised me 
Above thyself; but, pardoning thee, if this 
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Sparta concede to me, will give me yet 
Fuller ascendancy o’er thee- Meanwhile 
Let me present thee now, for needs I must. 

To Sparta Hast thou aught else to impart ? 

Agis . This only, that thou know’st not how to be 
Vicious, nor know’st how to dissemble virtue, 

Lc. Now that thOu hast imparted dll thy thoughts, 
Or ere th’ asylum once more rescue the&' 

From Sparta's reach, I think myself constrain'd 
To drag thee IS a prison. — (iritis, advance* 

Agis- I in a prison more securely feel 
Than thou upon a throne. By Sparta, we 
Shall both be heard ; nor face to face canst thou 
Before me Stand. — Thou ruinest thyself 
If thou in prison kill me ; this thou knowest. 

Oh think, and think again ; to save thyself, 

And murder me, no means to thee remain. 

Save those which heretofore I pointed out. 

SOJENE THE THIRD. 

Jjeonidas „ 

Le* At last I’ve caught him. Many obstacles, 
’Tis true, and mighty dangers, I confront : 

Yet will J* yes, though even at the risk 
Of my own detriment, yet will I slay 
This haughty importuning demagogue. 

But by his death 1 shall accomplish nothing, 

If first 1 do not rob him of his fame : 

This can alone perpetuate my sway.*— 

Alas ! I feel it e’en to agony ! — 

Nor can I give it utterance ; when he speaks, 

A permeating ray of genuine truth 
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Illumes my bosom, and almost subdues me . . , 

Ah no ! it tears* and maddens my vex’d heart. 

That insupportable and stern parade 
Of hated virtue ! Let him die ; yes, perish . . . 

E’en if t’ extinguish him my life I forfeit, 

S?CENE THE EOUimi* 

Agiziade , LemidaSy Age si strata. 

Agi. Father, ancFiWt tjrue ? . . by treacherous wiles 
Hast thou to soldiers hands my spouse . . . 

Ages. Is this 

Thy promised faith, Leonidas ? 

Lc* What faith ? 

What have I promised ? I have pledged my faith 
To Sparta, but to Agis never. 

Agi. Ah! 

Beloved father, tQ thy daughter grant . • * 

Alas ! . . 

Ages. Spontaneously did he nof quit 
The place of refuge ? Did he not come forth, 

Alone, unarm’d, and of his own accord, 

To treat with thee pf peace ? And thou, meanwhile. 
Dost instigate thtf^mrasites to drag him 
Within a prison r violating thus 
The honour of a king, and, more than this/ 

The express will of Sparta ? . . Infamous . . . 

Le. Oh ladies, to divert me from my will, 

Tears and reproaches equally are vain. 

I am the first of Sparta’s magistrates, ^ 

And not her tyrant. The ephori and Sp&fta 
Should now pass judgment on the guilty Agis ; 

The ephori and Sparta should restore him, 



If innocent, to his suspended rank, 

Ne’er would it have been possible to ’prove him* 
Guilty or innocent, if he persisted 
To seek th’ interposition of the people, . 

Or an asylum in the temple’s walls. 

’Tis time, high time, that Sparta should be freed 
From the distraction of suspense, produced 
By knowing not, if she docs, as she ought, 

Possess two monarchs, or if due is wantiifgT 

Agu Ah father ! . . Agis thee from death, 

And thou that Agis draggest to a prison 2 
On him hast thou bestow’d thy daughter’s hand. 
And yet would’st rob him of his fame l Though 
guilty, 

(Which he is not,) thou fchouldest be the first 
To interpose in his behalf. I gave 
To thee no dubious trial of my love 
In thy adversity : and now from Agis 
Nothing, in his adversity, can wrest me : 

To doom thy daughter with thy son in-law 
To chains, or to release him from those chains. 

Art thou constrain’d : nor menaces, nor prayers, 
Shall e’er persuade me to abandon him. 

Nor canst thou wreak a vengeance on his head, 
Which shall not equally rebound on me : 

Thou, thou must shed that very daughter’s blood. 
Who, to accompany thee in banishment, 

Her husband, and her children, and her throne, 

And her beloved country, sacrificed. 

Ages. Oh thou indeed not his, but my true daugh- 
ter ! 

Tliou Spartan wife and daughter, thou in vaift 
Appealest to a father pot a Spartan— 

At 
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Base envy, ana* still baser thirst of vengeance. 

Close both his heart and lips.— 'What could’st thou 

sa X • • • * 

Thou, oh Leonidas, within thy heart 
Hast sworn th* entire destruction of my son, 

I know thou has\ ; and equally 1 know 
All,^jl thy*lmpious stratagems. But yet 
If thou dir“both of us should’st death inflict, 

(For my existence?' av- 1 juy son’s are 6ne,) 

In vain thou hopest to destroy our fame. 

Thine own by this means . • . but what do I say ? 

Art thou possess’d of tame ? — No other object 
Did thy heart e’er propose, than to preserve 
And to augment thy riche's by the throne. 

Thou in Selcucus* court bccam’st at once 
Accomplish’d in the art of avarice, 

And that of wasting blood. A Persian thou, 
lteignesc in Sparta : hence thou dost abhor 
The equality of citizens, from whence 
New virtues soon would rise ; whence thou onCe 
more 

Would’st be for ever from the throne ex pel I’d ; 

Nor dare thy heart aspire beyond that throne. 

Le, Nor thy reproaches can exasperate, 

Nor thy just sorrows mollify my soul. 

Sparta, and not myself, impeaches Agis, 

And summons him to exculpate himself. 

Towards him no other force will 1 adopt, 

(Nor could I if I would,) except to take 
From him all means by which he w ould evade 
Just chastisement ... 

, Jlgcs* Just ? — Tell me, would’st thou dare 
To all-assembled Sparta, in this forum, 
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Here to present him, from the terror free 
Of thy arm’d satellites ? . . 

Le. 1 know not* yet f 

The judgment of the ephori ; but . . . 

Ages . lhine 

Js too well known «to me! Let Agis*be 
Brought to the presence of collected SffUrta, 

Not of the mercenary ephorf, ***’*' 

Or to his presence Sparta wjjj.«tf!rpair. 

If thou destroy me not before my son. 

Although a powerless defenceless lady, 

This I protest to thee shall be accomplish’d. 

SCE^E T tlE FIFTH. 

Leonidas , Agiziade . 

Agi * I will not, father, from thy side depart. 

Nor at thy footsteps will I cease to knee), 

Nor to embrace thy knees, till thop once more 
Restore to me my husband ; or till thou 
With thy own hand join me with him in death. 

Le. Beloved daughter, rise ! oh never more 
Do thou depart from me, 1 wish nought else. 

Thou hast with me magnanimously snared 
7 T he many outrages of adverse fortune ; (1 

Hence is it just, that thou a partner be 
In my prosperity : no one shall be '? 

Over my heart more prevalent than thou : 

Thee, as my representative, 1 make 

The arbitress of Sparta nor without thee . . . 

Agi . What words are*these ? *Tis Agfa I demand ; 
Agis, and nought besides. Thou gav’st hip to me ; 
And thou canst never take him from me, # 0 , 
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If thou take not tny life ; never canst thou 
From Sparta take him, without dreadful stain 
Of violence as a king, and as a man, 

Of a denaturalized and cruel heart. 

Le. How canst thou thus be wilfully deceived ? 
That he is guilty ,*art thou not convinced ? 

But gmnt thtft he is guiltless, thou know’st well, 

In either b e is not In my power. 

Th’ ephori ought?!? nc?’\him, ought to judge him : 
Nor, for his detriment, or his advantage, 

Can I, unaided, any thing perform, 

Agi . Thou art a father ; and thou lovest me ; 
Thou hast already seen my filial love 
Brought to a cruel test ; anti can it be 
That thou would’st now dissemble with thy daugh- 
ter ? — 

By treacherous arts ere while liadst thou the power 
Unaided, to immure him in a prison ? 

A nd, being innocent, canst thou not save him ? 

Ah, force me not to think thee . , . 

Le . What avails it i 
In this 1 can do nothing : furthermore, 

*Tis needful that without delay I give* 

To tlT ephori, not only an account 
Of my own actions, but of those of Agis. 

Agi* Ah no ! I will noi quit thee : nor canst thou 
A cruel order give, that will ndt fall, 

At least in part, upqn. thy daughter . . . 

Le . Cease; 

Return thou to ray palace . , . 

Agi . I go with thee. 
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Oh father, for thy innocent son-in-law 
Who saved thy life . * . Ah, no 1 thou canst not sla< 
him, - 

If first thou wilt not murder thy own daughter. 

ACT the fourth* 

SCENE THE FIRST- 

The Confines of the Spartan Prison . 
Leonidas , Anpharus . 

The People , tv ho from time to lime introduce than - 
selves. 

An. Full late thou comest; and the time is press 
. »«g- 

L >e. y The father must account for this delay : 

I was erewhile compelled t’ accompany t ^ 

My daughter s footsteps even to the pda<&. 

With such an agony of grief she w'fept 
For Agis, that 1 found it difficult 
To tear her from my side. Her wretchedness 
Hath made no slight impresffen tin my heart. 

An. What ? Art thou troubled ? Art theft over 
whelm'd ? 

Perchance thou carOstyfor thy daughter more 
Than for thy vengearide ? 

Lc. Agis I abhor 

Far more intensely than I love the throne: 

But yet my daughterVwceping and ‘complaints 
Afflict my heart. — Now let me think of Action : 
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Arc all things by* thy vigilance disposed ? 

An . Dost thou not see ? Within these spacious 
confipes 

Of Sparta’s prison, it appear’d to me 

Our scats might fitly be arranged ; the place. 

Less ample than ttte forum, will corftain 
Less o^he dtegs of Sparta : but, however, 

As many in trot mm themselves, 

As the eompletionof our 'pews require. 

At every entrance centinels I’ve placed. 

And have in numbers mingled our adherents — 
Behold, the place already is half fill’d ; 

Nor are there scarcely any of our foes. 

As yet the tidings are not fufiy spread 
Of the great trial : and I hope that all 
Will be accomplish’d ere th’ audacious mother 
Comes to disturb it with her headstrong train, 

Le. But art thou sure that from such promptitude 
Danger may not result ? 

An . No trifling force, 

Besides our dignity, the cause supports. 

There will be need of special circumspection 
In detailing the charges ; we must seem 
Just to ourselves, yet of the people’s good, , 

# More than our own, tenacious advocates. 

Some tumult may arise ; to frustrate this 
Precautionary schemes are laid, for us 
It will suffice, that A g U» from these walls 
No more depart alive. To counteract 
I' he first audacious movements^ of the people, 

Our friends among the citkens, thy- soldiers, 

1 The influence of the ephori^end last 
Thy own audacity, may well suffice. 


10 
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Time is meanwhile ensured ; and we shall have 
From time entire success . . • 

Le. Behold the senate, 

And all the ephori : the populace 

In numbers follow them, and they appear 

Not turbulent in aspect ; nay, they seem 

Pleased at the accusation to assist 

Of a subverting monarch. Courage «CTTage. 

While with insinuating 

And opportune, their fancies I allure, 

Do thou the prison enter, and forthwith, 

Agis, well guarded, to our presence bring. 

SCENE YHE SECOND. 

Leonidas, People, Ephori , Senators : each one placi 

according to his rank* 

Le . Praise to the gods ! I see collected here 
The real citizens ; and not confused 
With the audacious, turbid, abject people, 

Who, with their numbers, strive to implicate 
You in their error, spite of your consent* 

A spectacle unprecedented, now 
Attracts the eyes of universal Sparta ; 

The most important that can ever be 
By a free man beheld. A king of yours 
Charged by your ephori, and before you 
Accused. His accusation you will hear. 

His pleading, and the final judgment given. 

In which yourselves, 1 hope, will bear a part. 

I, though a king, with joy announce it to y<3td* 

Ah ! I had not such fatjf'on that dine day. 

Fatal to me, to Sparta not propitious, 
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In which, an ciiile, from my throne degraded, 
Forlorn I wander’d, doubtful of my life. 

By guilty violence was I oppress’d, 

Unheard and unaccused ; yet more dismay. 

Than from my unjust banishment, my heart 
Endured from the subversion of the laws. 

And from the imminent calamities, 

Which thnvitened Sparta when I left her walls. 

At last yourseT^S* convinced of your misfortunes, 
Once more reseated me % upon the throne, 

And, at the same time, Sparta’s outraged laws : 
Agesilaus, and Cleombrotus, 

And the bribed ephori, their partizans. 

Inimical to Sparta, ye proscribed. 

Agis remains : there are who think him guiltless ; 
And perhaps he is so. But meanwhile 1 wish’d 
Ills person to secure, nor, doing this, 

Do 1 propose in his imprisonment 
A further purpose than to clear his fame. 

If he were once Convicted of oifence, 

Ye should first hear me for my son-in-law 
Pardon implore : his inexperienced youth 
Must, in 3 'our judgment, as it does in mine, 

Make him appear jaot undeserving pity. 

Ephori, senators, and citizens, 

Your sacred legislative majesty 
Never aspired to exercise a right 
Nobler than this discretionary power. 

To-day you ascertain your monarch’s faults, 

And pardon them : ffer 1 indeed to-day 
Submit to your inspection all my deeds. 

It seems to me that this is no light proof 
Of my pure heart add equitable rule ; 



And to afford to you that proof I pawl. 

Let Agis by Leonidas be taught 
To tremble at the laws — But see, already 
Agis presents himself at your tribunal : 

Behold I sit in silence : 1 await* 

Myself a citizen, from fellow citizens 
The termination of this lofty process. , 

With all my powers I swea* to countenance " 
Whate’ei it be, your free, unanwt.v/us, 

Your sacred, and immutable decision. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Ariphams, Agis amidst Guards , Leonidas , People , 
Ephoiij Senator*. 

An . Ephori, Spartans, king, he, whom I drag 
Before the true tribunal of my country, 

Is Agis of Eudamidas. Erewhile 
lie, with Leonidas, o'er Spaita reign’d; 

Him afterwards he banish’d from the throne. 

And a new colleague to himself assumed, 
Cleombrotus. It seem’d to you expedient 
To reinstate Leonidas, who thence 
Eesumcd the sceptre from Cleombrotus. 

Then to* the sacred limits of th* asylum 

This AgK fled; wherefore, himself will tell you. 

While there immured, no longer was he king. 

The ihroue he had abandon’d : yet not thence 
Became he private ; he had not laid down 
His dignity, nor was it taken fnftn him. 

Not guiMes*, since headed to an asylum; 

gunty, since he never was accused. 
r l*he gods of Sparta have delivered him 
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To you to-day; although by none of us 
Th’ asylum w hich he chose has been prophaned. 
Hence I accuse him now before *ou all 
Of changed* betray’d, and violated laws ; 

Of stratagems despotically used 
Against LeonidAs, and the cphorl*; 

Of arbitrary views, as instruments 
To Vhose' 1 access the tfribcd icbellious dregs 
Of Spartan pronigutes, Jie strove to gain. 

And, lastly, to concentrate in one charge 
All his offences, 1 accuse him to you 
Ofha\ing violated and betray’d 
The delegated majesty of Sparta. 

Agis* ' Truly a solemn artd imposing pomp 
Is this : but why in such an exigence 
Is not collected Sparta here convened ? 

Why, as tlT accused are always wont to bt\ 

Am I not to the forum led ’Tis true 
I see the cphori, a king is here. 

And I behold a shadow of the senate. 

But yet, as far as I can cast my eyes, 

I see no citizens, except a few , 
t Powerful, and mingled with arm’d satellites. 
*Thc majesty of universal Sparta 
IVL13' this indeed be deem’d ? I, not alone,* 
Would have all Sparta, but all Greece collected. 
To hear me vindicate my innocence. 

Now since within your bosom there docs dwell 
Such plenary conviction of my guilt, 

Say wherefore is it’ that you wrest from me. 
With such a great proportion of my hearers. 

At the same time such great part of my shame ? 
Le. Far as the plAce permits, thou seest here 

Vo'.jh. 11 
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A multitude of citizens assembled. — " 

To bring thee from the confines of the prison 
Would implicate too much, as thou know’st well, 
The ephori’s stern dignity; too much. 

If thou be’st innocent, thy innocence. 

Sparta heard thee, “defending thy retreat, 

Lrewhile adduce, that thus thou would’st remove 
All pretext of disturbance, at ' pretence -*** 

For sanguinary measures, frgm the people : 
Would’st thou amid that people’s violence. 

And turbulent vociferation, go, 

A quiet and free judgment to obtain ? 

Agis . A quiet judgment, and for you the safest, 
Would it have been at once to have dispatch’d 
The executioner where I’m imprison'd : 

But far less quiet will this process prove 

Than you desire. Terror prompts not my words ; 

No; of my destiny already sure, 

The forum and this place to me are one. 

I, without hearing it, my sentence know : 

But I indeed shall never thence receive 

A deeper injury, than that which I 

Long in my heart have fix’d to have from you*— 

Judges, spectators, whosoe’er you be, 

l now forewarn you all, that J, condemn’d. 

And slain, within these \^ils, shall not by death, 
As fain l would do, peace restore Jo you : 

Nor you, by dragging me to death, for this 
Remain in safety. — 1 await my doom 
Undaunted. Be the accusations heard . . , 

An . I, in the name of th’ ephori, address thee ; 
Listen to me; Agis, didst thou not drive, 

Unheard by thee, Leonidas to exile ? 
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Agis. He, Co the scat of judgment duly summon’d, 
Chose rather to escape. 

le. Surqrnon’d I was, 

1 cannot contradict, hut to confront 
A virulent tumultuary rabble. — 

Can this be judgment, this ? . . • 

Agis. All much as this, 

At* feasl. n ^jthee was flight allow’d : and thence 
Thou never wert imon$on’d. Heretofore 
Means of escape solicited my choice, 

But to the prison willingly 1 went. 

And willingly in judgment I appear : 

Whatever that judgment is, 1 fear it not. 

I wish’d it, and exult in its conclusion ; 

And in thus making myself heard exult. 

An. Didst thou not violate thy country’s laws ? 
Agis. The sacred institutes of great Lycurgus, 

In their primaeval purity, I wish’d 
To re-establish : they were ne'er repeal’d, 

But for a long time had been unobserved. 

To such a just and generous design 
Leonidas opposed t first artfully. 

Then counteracted my designs by force ; 

But both were ineffectual : thus subdued 
More by his own shame than the force of others, 
lie, as the lesser evil, on himself 
Exile imposed. <J*et him himself confess. 

If injury to me he can impute, ; 

Or life and safety. Sparta with one voice* 

At his departure, all his actions blamed. 

All mine applauded. Greedy creditors 
Were then abolish’d ; wealth was equalized; 

With luxury, the $ices in her train, 
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And torpid indolence, from Sparta fled ; 

And In ! primaeval liberty and virtue 
At once resumed their sway. Dare any here 
Deny th* assertion ? — Of my short-lived reign, 

After the flight of your Leonidas, 

Behold the crimes. ^ ^ 

An. Dar’st thou perchance deny, > 

That by the bait of such professions caught 
A speedy desolation overwhelm’d ' 

The cheated citizens ? The fields, though promised, 
Never divided ; wealthy men impoverish’d ; 

The poor dissatisfied ; and both oppress’d. 

Wilt thou deny, too, that to transgress’d laws. 

Such as thou deemest ours,- did not succeed 
Thy cruel unparticipated sway ? — 

A sway the more pernicious, since it made. 

To cover its exorbitant designs, 

A specious pretext of pretended laws. 

Agis- Whilst. 1 for your sakes for the camp left 
Sparta, 

Whilst to th’ Etolians in arms 1 shewed, 

To their dismay, regenerate Spartans arm’d, 

From one of tli’ ephori become a tyrant, 

Agesilaus, in my absence, here. 

To wicked ‘purposes disgraced his power. 

Am 1 responsible for his misdeeds ? 

I willingly accept their punishment. 

Provided that my country reap the fruit 
Of my imperfect virtues; virtues which 
You cannot controvert, though full, towards me. 

Of malice and uncharitable thoughts, — 

The restoration of Lycurgus’ laws 
Has not offended you : (in this alene 
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] dared to innovate) but the harsh schemes 
Of Agesilaus. What then remains for you, 

But to kill me, and to pursue my plans ? 

An. Say’st thou Agesilaus suborn’d thee 
To ruin Sparta ? 

Agis. To regenerate Sparta * 

I of my #wn accord address’d myself, 

BSfcause V,«vn a Spartan. 

A?i. Say, uuat thou 

For a true king Leonidas acknowledge ? 

Agis ■ Leonidas, a Spartan, I acknowledge. 
Who in Thermopylae, tor Sparta’s sake, 

Fell with three hundred Spartans. 

An. Answer’st thou * 

In such a manner? Dost thou thus contemn 
The ephori’s, the senate’s majesty ? 

Agis. In answering thus I venerate and adore 
The majesty of Sparta. 

An. Guilty then 
Thou dost confess thyself? 

Agis. Deem’st thou me so, 

Thou who accusest me ? — Let us conclude, 

Let us conclude this legislative juggling. 

Thou dost accuse me ; I refute the charges. 

I hither came to prove to those that hate me, 
That I, a citizen and king, as far 
As is consistent with the conscious pride 
Of innocence, spontaneously submitted 
E’en to the malversation of the laws. — 

Now here, whoe'er you be, hear my last words. 
An. What more is there to hear ? 

Agis. Much ; but express’d 
In a few words. ,f 
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An . Thou oughtest not to speak . . „ 

Agis. Thou, one of the ephori, dost thou not 
know 

The laws, or not remember them ? The accused 
Address their country, if they wish to do it. 

Then listen to me, thou, and hold thy peace. — 
And you, oh Spartans, hear. — Of many things 
You're not inform’d at all, or cn is in for nFjk 
Agesilaus* deeds, the cries of Anphsfcd^, 

My silence, and Leonidas's drts, 

Have all by turns deceived you. We are all 
Now come to such a pitch, that to set free 
Each one from error, it is requisite 
That Agis perish. I, with my own hand. 

Already on myself might have bestow'd 
An independent and becoming death. 

But this escape from life had render'd me 
Guilty in your esteem. I was, and am. 

Fully persuaded in my inmost heart. 

That irom the sentence, be it what it may, 

Beneath whose weight I fall, no infamy 
Can ever on myself reverberate. 

Thence to permit myself hither to be 
Before my foes dragg'd living, was my choice, 
And here l stand. That death 1 do not fear, 

Ye yourselves will behold. 1 might to you. 

If so I would, yet dearly sell my life. 

The terrible cries of the indignant people 
Will quickly make this known to you : in short, 
That l esteem at a far higher rate 
My country than myself, .soon will my death 
Convince you. — I exhort, nay, I conjure you, 
SparUi’s redemption and your own? to win 
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From my atoning blood. The lands, the wealth. 
That now infatuate your phantasy, 

Lodged in the hands of few, injure alike 
Those who' possess and those who covet them ; 
Those lands, that wealth, since ye would not divide 
Them with your fellow-citizens, from you 
Shall be, and ere long, wrested by your foes. 

Tb® people, deem’d s? vile, since mendicant ; 

The Spartaii ^ ople hating you, ye rich, 

Ye who are stronger tfen than the laws. 

Numerous that people is; ’tis goaded on 

By fierce necessity. This very people 

May constitute at once their country’s splendour, 

And your salvation, it ye, will reflect 

That they, as well as you, are citizens 

Of Sparta, children of the great Lycurgus. 

If otherwise, they will annihilate 

Sparta, themselves, and you. Now is the time, 

Trust to my words, mature for such a change ; 

The Gods torbid that 1 should witness it ; 

But they decree its advent : Agis’ blood 
Is indispensable to hasten it ; 

And Agis yields that blood. Pity for you, 

Not for myself, I feel. These are the words 
Of one whose only object is to die ; 

Who to the tomb carries no other wish 
Except to save his country. Far beyond 
The reach of malice is the name of Agis : 

It is not needful to make me illustrious 
That others give effect to my designs ; 

Rather it lessens my renown in part 

That others should succeed where I have fail’d. 

Be then the punishment assign’d to me 
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The final ebullition of your rage ; 

And the first fruit of your exhausted malice 
The restoration of primaeval virtue ; 

The re-establishment of the divine 
And lofty institutions of Lycurgus, 

And a true Spartan emulation raised 
For freedom, arms/ and patriotic love. 

People. Great is the soul of, Agis ; wejjavc bc-n 
Perchance, deceived . . . 

An. Yes, ye are deceived ** 

By these seditious falsehoods. 

Arris. Ephori, 

What now remains for you to say I know. — 

I of a royal citizen, at length, 

The latent functions fully have accomplish'd. 

1 to my prison go, from whence henceforth 
Nought but the name of Agis shall escape. 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Leonidas , Anpharus , People , Ephori , Senators. 

People^ He speaks not as a culprit : he excites 
Involuntary wonder and compassion. 

Le. ’Tis true, oh Spartans : by Agesilaus 
He was sedpeed ; his crime appears to be 
Worthy of pardon. I myself from you 
Entreat it lor my son-in-law ; for him 
That rescued me from death . . . 

An. Leonidas, 

Before the senate and the ephori 
Thou standest now ; and these thou should'st address 
Thy private arguments from public guilt 
Wrest not the penalty; nor pardor ever 
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Precedes conviction. 

Lc. I will fiever hear, 

Much less myself pronounce, his punishment. 

I will not >% no, although he merit it, 

Ever participate in Agis* death. 

From his retreat to drag him, to convict him. 

Before the magistrates, to this alone 
Dj^ty pei^uaded me, and this Fve done : 

No more * trains, inimical towards him, 

For me to do — Ah ! i£the people’s voice, 

And royal prayers avail to influence 
The senate and the ephori, in them 
We of their clemency shall soon behold 
A noble and a memorable proof. 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Anpharus , People , Ephori , Senators . 

An. A foe magnanimous, the best of fathers, 

A perfect citizen, Leonidas, 

Has well his task accomplish’d ; it remains 
For us to accomplish ours. — Agis stands 
Convicted of high-treason : Ephori, 

Say what just punishment awaits him. 

Ephori. Death. 

People. Ephori, all of us implore your’pity; 

If he henceforward trouble not the state. 

An . Heard ye those terrible and menacing shouts 
This way approaching ? In his cause once more 
The people rise already. While he lives 
Can Sparta rest ? ’Tis folly to believe it. 

Ephori . Die ! let him perish; the rebellious traitor 1 
Let Agis die ! . . . # 
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An* Soon shall ye be obeyed. — 

Meanwhile, oh citizens, avoid at present 
To meet the infatuated guilty people. 

But let us witli becoming boldness, we, 

The ephori, the majesty of Sparta, 

Present ourselves. — Guards, intercept the passage. 
Let us depart y and let our aspect b£ 

Nor timid nor elate. A mark’d indifference 
Soon makes the people recollect them§gl*£s. 

k <r,- 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Inside of the Prison of Sparta. 

Agis . 

Agis. I hear tremendous howlings, and a loud 
Tumultuary uproar round my prison. — 

Ye Deities of Sparta save my country ! — 

It grieves me that I did not keep a sword, 

Whence, with my hands, 1 miglit ftt once extinguish 
My own and Sparta’s troubles at a blow. 

Those whom Leonidas will send to slay me, 

Cannot delay much longer, — Much-lovcd children . . 
My mother, . . . my beloved spouse, . . . farewell . . . 
No more trim! 1 1 behold you ! . . . I bequeathe 
To you, tender remembrance of rnyseJf. . . 

But for my mother’s destfrty I tremble : 

She’s in the tyrant’s power . . . What do I hear ? 
Who comes? The prison opens! . . . is this? , , 
My consort ? , . . 
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4 SCENE THE SECOND. 

Agis, Agityadq. 

Agi. 1 am with thee, much-loved Agis . • . 

1 from the palace of my father fled, 

Where I, as in a prison, was imrAured.-— 

The people cleared for me the path that led 
TJTthis fee? dungeon ;* and the very guards 
Had not the heart my entrance to forbid,* — 

At length I am with thee . . . Oh spouse, I come, 

If it be possible, to rescue thee. 

Or with thee to expire* 

Agis. Beloved wife ! , . . 

My heart thou rcndest : . . How much joy . . . and 
pain . . . 

Thy presence brings me ... To preserve my life, 

( For by the death of many citizens 
I, if I would, might do it) thy true love 
Alone could influence me. But thou know’st well 
I ought not to prefer thee to my country. 

Nor would’st thou that I did it. Leave me then 
To die ; preserve thy own life ; and defend 
Those precious pledges of our love, our children . . . 

Agi. Vainly should I attempt to rescue them 
From the tierce hatred of Leonidas : * 

Unnatural father ! in his prosperous state 
I know him now without disguise ; erewhile 
In his ad verity I was deceived. 

No weaponSihow remain to me but tears ; 

These be despises : Sparta, with her arms. 

Or nothing else, our children can preserve 
From his atrocious rage. — But thou, at least, 
Should'st prove tliysclf a father, and defend 
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Thy own life for thy offspring . . . 

Agis. Oh my wife i 

In these last moments wliat a terrible conflict 
Dost thou not raise within me ? Thou know'st well 
I love my children ; but their death is yet 
Uncertain ; and ’tis certain that in streams 
The blood of Sparta’s citizens would flow 
If! attempted force- And these and those- 
Are both my children ; but llifc peoplc^a^ 

H is dfearest children in a jus^ king’s sight. — 

0 lady, if thou darest to survive me. 

Thou can&t defend them better than myself! 

That courage, tender and sublime at once. 

Which made thee the companion of thy father t 
That courage which induced thee to become 
The faithful friend Of my adversity ; 

That will suffice to be a guide to thee 
To avert destruction from their innocent lives. 
Guilty and fierce as is Leonidas, 

He is thy father : if thy littie ones 

Thou claspest in thy arms ; if thy pure breast 

Become a refuge to their innocence, 

lie cannot have the heart to murder them. 

Ah! run from hence, fly to thy tottering babes. 

As their defender watch ; for them live on, 

Or only die with them ; for if they perish, 

Nothing compels thee then to drag on life. 

Agi, Alas ! . . what shall I do ? . . If I should leave 
thee . . 

My barbaroUsS father would by force keep me 
In life ; . . and what a life ! . . Widow’d from thee . . 
But even if he let our children live, . . . 

Their throne would then be taken from them « . Ah l 

1 will expire with thee ... 
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Agis. Oh lady, hear me, and be pacified . . . 
Would’st thou*be less heroic as a mother, 

Than as a daughter ? Thou fcar’dst not my wrath, 
The day thsjt thou accompanPdst’thy father : 

Thy children didst thou for his sake desert. 

And thy beloved consort : would’st thou now, 
When thou dost leave him for thj children’s sake, 
Trjymble ift that same father ? Thou with them 
May'st fly vV o m hence : thou hast t’ oppose to him 
Efficient weapons, thy ojvn innocence : 

Lastly, thou hast a thousand means to try. 

Ere thou resolve on death. Ah ! i conjure thee. 
Beloved consort, try them ; once again 
Resume thy lofty heart ; nor weaken mine 
With female lamentations* W'ouldest thou 
That I expired in tears? Ah, no !-*Jf thou 
Art worthy Agis, do not thou force me 
To make that Agis of himself unworthy. 

Ag 7. Say, was paternal fondness ever deem’d 
Unworthy of a father, to prefer 
Ilis children to himself? . ♦ • 

Agis. Before our children 
Our country must be loved. For a long time 
IVly blood have I deem'd consecrate to her ; 

Thine, if it needful be, should*st thou devote 
To our beloved children : but thou givest,* 

If thou for their sakes dost consent to live, 

To them, and to myself, a higher proof 
Of thy regard. Thy tears may yet do much; 

More than thou dost imagine : in the people 
W ill they, if in Leonidas they do not, 

Excite compassion ; and to them to save, 

E’en without loss of blood, my little ones, 
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Will be most easy. Finally, reflect, 

That Agis wholly dies not while thoif livest. 

I, in a vulgar woman, should admire. 

As proof at once of passionate regard 
And sublime heroism, the fixed will 
Not to survive her husband ; but I hope, 

Nay I demand from thee, and thou khe wife 
Of Agis, by that union with myself, 71 
Art pledged, intrepidly, to mbrc than^Ja^h,— - 
A lire of sorrow for thy children's sate . . . 

Weeping I ask it of thee ; may these tears 
Sink in thy heart , . . Ah ! for thyself alone, 

And for our children, hast thou seen at length 
Thy Agis weep. 

Agi. Irrevocably then * 

Hast thou decreed to die ? . . . 

Agis. Thou canst not doubt 
My innocence. — Receive my last embrace ; 

And take it, in my name, to our dear children. 

Tell them, that for my country’s sake I die ; 

Tell them that if, as adults, to my threne 

They e’er should come, they, for their father’s death, 

No other vengeance ever must inflict, 

Than, imitating him, to renovate 

The sublime institutes of great Lycurgus ; 

And, if in ’this, as I have done, should they 
Encounter adverse fates, bid them, like me, 

In this immortalizing enterprize, 

As men of valour sacrifice their lives* 

AgL I cannot speak . . . Must I abandon thee ? . . 

Agis. A faithful counsellor, in my worthy mother, 
Wilt thou possess, if still* her life be spared! — 

Now go : ah leave me ; go.— «A wife, a queen. 



ACT niE FIFTH.' 


183 


A mother, Spartan, and a citizen 
Art thou ; the#e lofty characters support. 

Agi. Oh heaven ! . . . Eternally . . . 

Agis . Cease, cease, I pray thee. 

Agi. My tottering feet scarcely support my frame. 
Agis . Ah come! when once thou hast departed 
hence/ • 

Thou sooj#wilt find protection and support. 

5 IgL Oh misery ! • . TThe iron gate unfolds • . . 
Agis. Guards, I consign to you your monarchy 
daughter. 

Agi. Agis . . Ah cruel ! . . I will never quit him , . 
Agis ! . . . farewell . . . farewell . . ; 

SCENE TltE THIRD. 

Agis. 

Agis . Ah wretched me! ... 

How many deaths must I in one endure ? . . . 

That grief which husbands and which fathers feel, 
What grief can ever equal — Sparta, Sparta, 

How much thou costest me ! . . . Leonidas 
Is yet a father : in my heart 1 feel 
A grateful presage that lie will consign 
My children to his daughter. — Cease my tears. — 
My death is now approaching. As a Spaftan, 

And as an innocent king, I ought to die • • . 

Oh death, how tardy are thy steps ! — But yet. 
Behold, again I hear my prison gate 
Grate on its hinges ? . . . And I glso hear 
The shouts redoubled round these walls ! . . . What 
now 

Can this portend ? . . . Whom do I see ? . . . 
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SCENE THE FOURTH# 

Agesislrata , Agis, 

Agis . ... Oh heavens ! . . . 

Oh mother ! . , . 

Ages . Son, in this thy hour of need, 

To thee thy mother never could be wanting. 

A liberty, that’# worthy of ourselves,** 

I bring thee.-^fn a far different shape 
To thee 1 would have yielded it; but when 
There was a time for this, thou didst thyself 
Divest me of all means t’ accomplish it* 

Agis . What would’st thou with these Spartan cries 
obtain ? . . . 

Ages, In vain doth Sparta cry. The treacherous 
tyrant 

The place hath so well guarded with his soldiers, 
That our adherents nothing can perform : 

In vain do they attempt to force their ranks ; 

Inert, abaslfd, disgraced, discomfited. 

They are repell’d. Among our impious foes 
Forward I darted ; from behind 1 heard 
Fierce voices in my favour, which exclaim’d, 
l< Miscreants 1 dare you to interdict approach 
ir To Agi£* mother . . . Anpharus then saw me; 
Made them ^ive way to me, and here I’m driven. 
Agis . Perhdious ! He would also make thee cap- 
tive. 

Ah, mother 1 To what useless risk for me ! . . . 

Ages, Risk ! dost thou say ? Beside my son, I come 
To certain death. Behofd! in proof of this, 

TI& gift i bring. 
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Agis* A swoad! — Oh genuine mother ! — 

My breast did not contain another wish 
Than to possess a sword to rescue. Sparta, 

And to withdraw myself from death-wounds, given 
By an ignoble hand : and thou, oh joy ! 

Bring est one to Aie !~Give it me , • . 

Ages, Cjjuse thou : 

Tln^e are two swords ; mine is the one thou leavest. 
Agis. Oh heaven ! . . . and wilt thoti ? • . . 
siges. Dost thou then account me 
Mother of Agis, or a vulgar woman ? 

Few years at best remain for me to live : 

Sparta, which thou in vain dost hope to save. 
Already is enthrall’d : if she remain, 

Thy mother is Leonidas’s slave. 

Now speak ; I hear thee : darest thou council me 
On such conditions to consent to live ? 

Agis* What can I say ? I am a son — Oh mother? 
Suffer me first to die : although enslaved, 

Sparta is not extinct ; hence other hands 
May liberate her yet. Perchance iny blood 
To freedom may restore her : but if I, 

Abject, in order not to shed my own, 

Had let the citizens in my defence 
Lavish their blood, Sparta had been no more. 

Ages. Sparta too certainly expires with thee. — 
And wouldest thou that I, a Spartan mother. 

Survive my son and country ? — Son, embrace me. 

Agis. Oh mother ! . . . Thou surpassest even me 
In dignity of soul. — Now give to me, 

And take the last embrace. .1 dare not weep 
In thus embracing thee; for in thine eye 6 ? 
f see thy tears by fortitude restrain’d 



186 


\ 

ApiS, 


Ages* M 3 7 Agis, . . thou indeed art worthy Sparta . . 
And I of thee am worthy. — Once again 
Let me embrace thee . . . Whence this deafening 
noise ? 


^CENE THE FIFTHv 

Leonidas , Anpharus , Soldiers with draft a swords. 
Agis , Agesislrata . „ • 

Le* At length we are vk;torious. 

Ages, What*s your purpose ? 

Agis. Ah ! do not leave my side. 

An. Soldiers, your swords 
At Agis first, then at his mother, aim . 1 

Agis. Like me, conceal thy weapon for awhile ; 
Let us await their coming, and be silent.* 

An Who now restrains you ? Why delay ye thus ? 
Tear them asunder instantly by force. 

Agis* Which of you, which, would dare lay hands 
Oil us?— 

lloyal Leonidas, dost thou behold ? 

Even thy own bribed soldiers, stupified, 
Immoveable, in Agis* presence stand, — 

But I will soon deliver thee from tear. 

One thing alone do 1 demand of thee. 

Le. It is . . . 

Agis* That thou attentively would'st watch 
Thy daughter, that she imitate me not. 


* The soldiers approacl/A^is* 

* The soluiers, seeing Agis immoveably expect them, all of 

them pause at once. " « 
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Lc. Is then hsr love for thee so strong ? 

Agis. More strong 

Than thy abhorrence.— But she loyes thee too. 

And hath givbn proof of it ; and, finally, 

Thou art her father : my last words are these ; *— 

I die May SpUrta . . . only . . . ijrofit by it , . . 

An. He Jjas a sword ! 

Ages. Two swords I b /ought.* — Oh son! 

I follow thee ; and fall ... upon thee . . . dead. 

Le. I am struck dumb Svith terror and with won- 
der . . . 

Ah, what will Sparta say ? . . . 

An. Their lifeless bodies 
Should from the people be .conceal’d • . . 

Le- Ah, never ! 

Vrom our own eyes we never can conceal them. 


He brandishes his sword aloft, and kills himself. 
She also discovers her sword, and kills herself. 
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A TRAGEDY. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE-,, 

« 

SpPHONISBA. SciPIO. 

Swhax. dlornan Soldiers * 

Masinissa- Numidian Soldiers* 


ScENE,~The Camp of Scipio in Africa, 


ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Sjjphax, ivitJi Roman Centurions. 

S?/. You may afclea^t here leave me to myself 
Till Scipro*s> return. — My hands, my feet, 

Are manacled with fetters ; Syphax now 
Stands, in the centre of the Roman camp ; 

Of every means of flight is he bereft : 

Grant him, at least, a respite from your presence. 

SCENE T1IE SECOND. 

Syphax. 

Sy. IIow hard to bear is military pride! 

Should their commander as in real valour. 

In haughtiness surpass them . . . *Tis not so ; 
Seip|p is known to me : within vny palace, 
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At Cirta, he was* formerly ray guest: 

Most gentle and humane he then appear’d . . . 
Credulous Syjphax, dost thou speak* in earnest ? 
Then Scipio carue to thee to ask for aid ; 

Nor was he then thy conqueror. — Vanquish’d king ! 
Taken in fight, arid bound in fetters, dragg’d 
Within the^nemy’s camp, dost thou y et live ? . , 

Oh ffbphoni&ba ! to what obloquy 

Hast thou reduced me ? N T ow, when I no more 

Ought, or design to live, i am so fali’n. 

That e’en the power of voluntary death 

No more is mine ? , . But hark, the trumpet’s sound 

vScipio’s approach announces. See. He comes. 

• 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Scipio, Syphaxm 

ScL Let all my train retire. A retinue 
Would be an insult to a captive king. — 

Syphux, provided that the lofty pangs 
Of vanquish’d kings admitted of relief, 

Thou should’st now hear me speak to thee in terms 
Of pity ; but the greatness of thy heart 
Is known to me, to which each pitying word 
Would be an added wound : hence, at this time, 
‘Nothing will 1 attempt, except to wrest, 

With my own hands, thy unbecoming fetters. 

This thy right-hand 1 ought indeed t’ unloose ; 

A pledge of friendship and of fealty, 

I well remember that thou gavest it 
To me in Cirta. — But what dcfl see ? 

My kindness thou disclainest ? Motionless, 

And fierce, thou fixesft on the ground thine eyes? 
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Ah ! if in battle Scipio had subdued thee, 

He with no other fetters than thy own. 

Than by reminding thee of thy sworn {aith. 

Thy person had enthrall’d. Then yield, I pray. 
These iron manacles of thee unworthy ; 

Yield them to mi : raise thy disconsolate brow : 

And fix thine eyes, erect, on Scipio’s fa»e. 

Sy. 9 On Scipio’s face ? 6ft have I seen it near. 
With soul undaunted, in jhe ranks of war : 

Fortune, the arbitress of ail things, now 
Wills that I should dare not to seedt more. 

Nought should the Romans to this camp have borne 
But the cold relics of what once was Syphax 2 
But to the valiant, death, though coveted. 
Sometimes is not allowed ; and I am here, 

Alas ! a lamentable proof of this ; 

Ah, wretched that I am ! — Hence are these chains 
Become my portion ; hence my downcast looks 
Are to the dust condemn'd; for never more 
Can 1 presume to raise them to the eyes 
Of a triumphant foe. 

Sci. Of the subdued 

Scipio is not the foe ; and though till now 
Fortune hath look’d on him with smiles alone, 

He’s not elated from a prosperous fate. 

As from an adverse he would ne'er be abject.— 

I am resolved to overcome thy pride 
By courteous viok nee. Behold unloosed 
Thy unbecoming chains : as man to man. 

Equal with equal, now to Scipio speak. 

Sy. Thou speakest Courteously, and thou art cour- 
teous. 

If to a king it were supportablj 



ACT THP FIRST. 


191 


To be o’ercomc*, ’twould be so by thy arms. 

But what can I no’T utter, that may seem 
To thee becomingony past dignity* 

And worthy of mi present wretchedness i 
And what remrin^for thee to say to me 
That I already know not ? 

Sci. I ? .JTo thee 

I wifi confess, that )'ct so great I deem thee. 

And so magnanimous, that 1 doubt not 
To ask of thee the reason of thy change. 

Siy. It is not usual to make bare the heart 
Except to faithful and experienced friends ; 

And kings are seldom, or are never bless’d 

With friends like these. Perhaps I, although a king, 

Was once not undeserving real friends : 

And, as a proof of this, 1 now to thee, 

Without disguise, will manifest my heart. 

In thee, a generous foe, Twere more discreet 
Than in a feign’d friend, thus to place reliance. 
Then listen to me. — Thou wert born a Roman, 

And I an African : the citizen 

Of an illustrious commonwealth art thou ; 

1 of a numerous and powerful people 
Was once the monarch. Interposing seas 
Sever’d from mine thy country : I ne’er placed 
In your Italia ray encroaching feet ; 

Thou standest sword in hand in Africa : 

The vanquisher of Carthage, ’tis your hope 
To bring all Africa beneath your sway. 

Carthage to me contiguous, was hence 
Alternately my foe and my ally : 

And though sue also, equally with Rome, 

Execrates kings, her people, less than yours. 
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From power and arrogance intolerant, 

^ Was thence by me less bitterly a^ihorr'd. 

( By every commonweal tb a monarch’s heart 
Is tacitly aggrieved ; what anger fthen 
Must that excite in him which dai>?s to shew 
, Towards him a haughty front ? — Behold the whole 
Divulged to thee : my heart was resolute^ 

To hate vou e’en to death, hs insolent * 

And predatory foreigners : to swear 
To you allegiance and fidelity, 

After your memorable deeds in Spain, 

Became my interest. 

ScL But thou by proof 
Hadst known the valour *,f the Itoman arms ; 

Why didst thou violate thy faith with Rome? 

Si/. And what will Scipio say, if I divulge 
To him the naked truth ? — That mighty Scipio, 
Whose heart, th* abode of friendship and of pity, 
And of all elevated impulses, 

Hath hitherto proved inaccessible 

To love alone. — The blandishments of beauty, 

That irresistible captivity 

Which love indicts, hath wrought in me this change , 
To thee do I confess it ; anti feel not, 

In saying* it to thee, the bludi of shame 
Suffuse my face. A citizen thyself. 

The love of fame impels thee to surpass 
Thy fellow citizens ; hence art thou deaf 
To other impulses : a king who sees, 

Seated upon his throne, no rival near, 

Such an incentive needs ; lienee, deaf to fame, 

His other flatter’d passions render him. 

Believe thou this from an unhappy king ; 
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Tor lie may bef sine ere. Great as thou art, 

Feel pity from it father than contempt-. 

For I disdain it r >t from Scipio only. 

Set. 1 never f'e i the flames of love, but I 
Respect, and evyi fear, bis boundless power. 

Oft have 1 fled from him ; for it ts best 
T* anticij^ite his arrows, to whose wounds 
-A ft after remedies prove impotent. # 

Thou, ere thou saw’st hgr, sliould’st have felt mis- 
trust 

Towards Sophonisba : finally, she was 
The child of Asdrubal, in Carthage born. 

Imbued with rancour and with hate towards Rome 
L’en with her very milk :*if thou wert then 
Ry thy necessities united to us, 

- Nearly might’st thou foresee, that detriment 
v - f list to thyself assuredly result 

- forfeiting our friendship. 

Sy. Dost thou tlien 

As nothing deem, that which so often sways. 

So often fascinates unwary man? 

Hope? i imagined, that, to Asdrubal 
Fmted by such ties, in Carthage none 
V ould equal me in power; then having seen 
The charms of Sophonisba, caught, sulxiudtl. 

In short more letter’d than e’en now 1 am 
In this thy camp, with inadvertent steps, 

I from one error to another stumbled. 

For SopUonisba’s sake 1 forfeit now 
Mv kingdom, my renown, and, what is worse, 

My self-esteem : and yet, wduld’st thou believe it ? 

* ain would I languish out a lew hourg more 
In hated life, that I^at length may hear 
vou flf. 1 
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Of her security. On her account*. 

I)o no foreboding thoughts of infjriy 
Oppress my heart -■•her soul, like fine, is Jufty ; 
Nor could she ever,’ more than Syp lax could, 
Diving, be dmgg’d behind thy car Lccaptive. 

Now hear, not thoughts that do become a king. 

But the wild ravings of a frantic lover. 

A jealous fury tortures me, and makes 
My vacillating life protracted death. 

Perhaps in Cirta, in my very palace. 

Is Sopnonisba, by your arms subdued. 

Become already the illustrious prey 
Of Masinissa, of my mortal foe. 

To him a promised spouse \jre to myself; 

Perhaps now he burns for her ... at such a thought, 
With desperate inexplicable rage 
I feel myself o’erw helm'd. I wish to die, 

I ought to die ; and powerless as 1 am, 

A thousand means of death do I possess. 

But ah 1 I know not how, nor can I die. 

Till L have learn’d her destiny. The prey 
Of Masinissa, ah ! ( if prayers of mine 
With thee weigh aught) ah ! never, never grant 
That she his prey become . . . Oh Heaven ! . . I hum 
With ragei . . But whither does that rage impel me 
Beyond my royal dignity ? — No more 
Remains for me to say . . . permit that now 
I to my tent withdraw ; I would conceal 
My unbecoming grief. Excepting Scipio, 

No man should see me in the Roman camp 
With face more ruffled than becomes u king. 
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S' fiNE THE FOURTH. 

Scipio. 

ScL Unhappjvking ! His words excite in me 
Equal compassion and surprise.— Cut grieved 
A jjp I at^eart at that \%hich he has told me. 

By Masinissa, in beleaguer’d Cirta, 

Will Sophonisba doubtlessly be seen : . 

And sliould he fall into the snares of love? 

And should he waver in his faith to Koine? . . 

Oh valiant warrior, by myself beloved. 

No less than indispensable to Home, 
l ; or thee I tremble. — What unwelcome cares 
Remain for thee, oh Scipio! How much grief 
Does it cost ge nerous hearts to practise force 
Even on vanquish’d foes ! Should I be then 
Constrain’d to practise it against a friend ? . . 

Ah, this indeed, this is the only duty 
Of a commander, that my soul abhors. 

ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Sophonisba , Masinissa , Numidian Soldiers . 

Ma . Lady, pause here : behold the leader’s tenh 
Scarcely will Scipio have been heard, or seen. 

By thee, than all suspicion from thy heart 
Will be dispell’d. 

So. Ob Masinissa, yet 
Art thou not satisfied ? I give to thee, 

I, daughter as J am of Asdrubal, 
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A lofty anti a terrible of love 
In coming w ith thee to the Romanycamp. 

But, lint 1 should sustain th’ abhothed sight 
O’ th’ Roman leader ? . . ’tis too much . . . 

Ma This camp t 

In which we stand, rfhou mav’st as much pronounce 
Nunudum as Roman A strong band 
Of my tioop c here are placed, and I am here 
No unimportant pillar of the war. 

Daughter 6f Asdruhal art thou no more; 

Widow no more of Nyphux, since thou ait 
The promised spouse of Masinissa. 

So. Ah ! 

Let not the friendship which binds thee to Scipio 
Blind thee too much. He, whatsoe’er he be. 

Is evermore a Roman ; hence he deems 
All tilings subservient to Rome; nor can he 
To any enemy of Rome be friendly. 

His rage towards me will not be pacified 
With having overcome, disgraced, and slain 
Syphnx : oh no ! Cirta, besieged and burr/d, 

Tlie Mussasyllii to the heavy yoke 
Subjected all, have not appeased in him 
TV ambitious cruel thirst- Now, at the sight 
Of Sophorusba almost in bis bands. 

Rightfully deem’d by him, lor so 1 am, 

In* placably the enemy of Rome, 

Now, think’si thbu not, that in liis haughty heart 
IJe cherishes th’ insulting hope, to drag 
Me through the streets of Ro^ne bound to his car ? 
Vet thi> 1 apprehend no*; though a woman . , . 

Ma. Oh Hea.en ! what thought are these J While 
there remains 



ACT TIIS SECOND, 


1 :)’ 


Within these vein? of mine a drop of blood, 

Can that e’er he ? Ah no ! believe it not ; 

Thy hate ch ~HLes thee now ;* thou know’st. not 
Scipio.'? 

So. Hatred aj love deceive me now alike. 

Here ne'er should I have come:»hut in the world 
There c^th remain lor me no place of safety. 
iPpleased my heait hiltxpr to follow thee. 

And to my heart exclusively I trusted. 

But my renown, my judgment, and my dhty. 
Appointed me, among its mouldering ruins, 

A M pulchre in Cir'u 

31a. Dost thou grieve 
That thou hast fallowed me ? Alas! my life 
Is irksome then to thee . . . 

So. To die not thine 
Would now alone afflict me : and to this 
Dost thou expo-o me. Thou art well aware. 

Oil Masinissa, that e'en ’mid the flames 
Of Cirta’s royai palace, hnid the death 
Of my defeated people, from thy lips 
Impassion’d sentiments I dared to hear. 

Alas ! . . Already for a long time, I, 

By the renown of thy transcendent virtues, 

Which fill’d all Africa, had been enthrall'd* 

I, from my tenderest infancy, to thee 
Destined by Asdrubal, at once grew up 
Thy mistress and thy spouse, T(*en, like myself, 
Wert thou the bitter enemy of Rome : 

To Carthage and my , father, afterwards, 

It seemed good to marry me to Syphax, 

And to thyself it al«o seemed good# 

To be the friend of Rome : thus destiny 
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Disjoined us utterly . * . 

Ma, Ah ! we are now, 

1 swear tc thee, for ever reunited. ! 

Thou with me reigne&t, or 1 die wjji thee. 

Having both personally seen and pi\md 
The sovereign virtues of the might/ Scipio, 

And having never seen thy peerless beauty 
Were then the reasons that l fought for Roo|$»' 
Sjphax had ever been my enemy; ° 

He had despoil'd me of m} throne^reduccd 
By adverse fortune to extremity, 

1 found, excepting Scipio, no frienflr 
In all the world , th J indissoluble tie 
Of sacred gratitude bound, me to him. 

Since have I, combating in her defence, 

Amply deserved the benefits of Rome : 

Rut Scipio’s benefits, his lofty, pure. 

Disinterested friendship, can alone 

lly friendship, and by homage to his virtues, 

Re recompensed by me. 1 hce, thee alone 
Than Scipio more I love ; thee only now 
Prefer to him ; for far more than myself 
Do I love thee. 

So, To give me then a proof, 

\\ orthy o£,both of us, of this thy love, 

Swear to me thou, that thou wilt never let me 
Living be dragg’d from Africa. 

3/a. ’Tis useless, 

Yet, since thou wilPst it, by this sword I swear it. 
Should l have brought thee here, if I had thought 
That here thou wert in danger ? In my realm 
I might securely have transported thee 
With my JNumidians ; but the caK of war 
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Summon’d ma hcire ; I never from thy side 
Can be disse verVe Africa and Rome 
Shall learn to paf thee homage my consort : 
Hence 1, ah enesny to all disguiae, 

W ill now proclaim thee such. 

So. At lengtn secure , 

In my proposal, and thy solemn oath, 
tranquillize myself . Rut hitherward 
A multitude advances : to thy tents 
Meanwhile, ’mid thy Ntftnidians, I retire* 

Ma . Since it seems good to thee, so do. This way 
Scipio advances ; I will speak to hiru. 

Ere long I will rejoin thee. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Scipio 9 Masinissu. 

Ma. Scipio, 

I never more exultingly embrace thee. 

Than when a conqueror l return ; I seem 
More worthy of thee then. 

Sci . Oh Masinissa, 

Tliou’rt now become one of our main supports; 

Th* artificer of glory to myself 
At the same time art thou : hence witness, Heaven, 
How much 1 love thee ; and that love thou knovvest. — 
Rut tell me, (to the Roman general speak not, 

Rut to thy Scipio,) tell me, dost thou now 
Return indeed a conqueror ? 

Ma . By my hand 

Cirta besieged, and by my*hand destroy’d; 

And all the residue dispersed and slain 
Of the dead king^ , , 
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Sci. How ?p n akcst thou? E’en yrt 
Hast tliou to leai n that S)phax li es! .. 

Ma. Oh llea\enj 

What do 1 hear ? * f> 

Set. ’Tis true, that dead in tight v 
Rumour reported hjm lie in that tight 
.Fell wounded, hut not mortal was the wound. 

And thence by Lelius taken in my camp 
A captive . . . 

Ma* Sjphax lives ? Andh’n this camp ? 

Sen He is the noblest fruit of our success. 

But vUiat do I behold ? Does this afflict thee ? 

Ma. Oil ! . . . what ... do I . . . not . . . feci ! . • 
From my surprise.. . . 

But . . . wherefore . . . vt ith such . . . cold formality . 
Dost thou icceive me? .. . What dost thou conceal 
Within thy breast ? 

Set. Ah Masini&sa, thou, 

Yes thou indeed within thy breast' dost hide, 

And to thy faithful fiiend, a neglity secret. 

Grief and distraction, rather than surprise. 

Arc on thy face alternately express’d. 

Now whence could this arise in thee, if thus 
Syphax restored were not an obstacle 
To some conceal’d propensities of thine ? 

Ah Masinissa !— All I know ; to me 
'Ihy silence doth reveal it ; for thyself. 

Excepting this, nought in the woild I fear’d. 

By her alone whom now into this camp 
Thou hast enticed, by her, and no one else. 

Thy glory, and the glory *>f thy friend, 

At once may be, obscured. I did not stand 
In CirU at thy side : to flames of Jove 
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Hence hast tfyou sacrificed a distant friend. 

But yet, I do not-of thy deeds complain ; 

Thou givest me pn ample proof of f riendship, 
in not (hpf)sitii^ thy prize elsewhere 
Than in my car*p ; in wishing to confide 
The conflicts ol thy lacerated heart 
To Scinio’s heart alone. 1 

m Ma .^— That Syphav lives 
I hear most unexpectedly. — I hoped 
In Sophoni&ba to have j^und a consort : • 

To me was she betroth’d ere given to JSyphax: 
lie ineffectually defended her 
Against our arms ; and to a conquer’d king, 
Taken in battle, there is^nothing left. 

But Syphax, though subtlued, in heart is lofty; 
Nor long will he, I feci assured, survive 
This his disgrace. — But, be it as it may 
With him, listen, oh Seipio, to my thoughts* — 
A warm and sincere friend thou long hast found 
In Masinissa : equally sincere. 

And more warm as a lover, learn that lie 
Derides all obstacles, A lukewarm flame 
Never yet enter’d a Numidian heart : 

Or I will be loved Sophonisba’s spouse, 

Or with her breathe my last. W ithin thy camp 
I was myselfimpatient to conduct her; 

Here only were the wishes of my heart 
Thoroughly satisfied ; here, with lofty voice. 
Did glory, honour, friendship, virtue call me ; 
Here, without forfeiting my love, I hope 
Completely to discharge n\y several duties. 
From my commander, and my faithjul friend, 

I wish to learn hojv we may best succeed 

i2 
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To vanquish Cartilage ; by what arts of war 
Rome's power and splendour ma^be best increased. 
And glory for ourselves ; and, finally, 

IIow I may best ensure ray happinoss. 

Sri. Wert thou my only son, I s rear to thee, 

I should not mourn, as now I mourn, the blind 
And youthful error that hath thus misled thee. 

Our glory, the prosperity of Rome, ' 

The imminent and total fall of Carthage, 

And thy q/irivall’d, genuine happiness, 

All, all were in our power ; before that thou 
Vanquish'd in Cirta, to th’ assaults of love 
Submittcdst to captivity : but thou 
Hast taken all from us, and from thyself, 

With this thy fatal love. — Rut no ; thou canst not 
Stifle the cries of thy upbraiding heart; 

Tpwards Syphax never canst thou be unjust; 

Nor canst thou ever to thy only friend 
Be cruel and ungrateful. This thy love 
Is by the life of Syphax now condemn'd. 

Dissever’d, and annull’d : nor ever thou . . . 

Ma . Nor ever ? .. . Sophonisba shall this day 
My consort be ; I swear that she shall be. 

And if, with living, Syphax would protract 
My anguish and his infamy, he ought. 

Upon this 'spot, himself, with his own hand. 

With his own sword, to slay me; or himself 
To-day, by my hand immolated, fall. 

Set . Syphax defenceless, and a prisoner, 

Is in our camp ; and in his heart conceives not 
’Gainst Masinissa an unworthy thought. — 

Thou ravest now ; but I°am well assured. 

If once thine eyes beheld, that watched king, 
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Thou generous, far from treating him with scorn 
Ah yes ! would’st be the, first to pity him. 

But let us grant, that, be it how it may, 

By some means or by other, Sjqjhax die, 

And hence thc^i be the tranquil possessor 
Of Sophonisba, to what party tjien, 

Think*gt thou, would'st thou betake thyself? 
m Ma . To Rome, • 

And to my Scipio bound eternally, 

No power on earth 

aS cu But tell me, more than Rome 
Lov’st thou not Sophonisba ? 

Ma. I ? ... At present 
That would I not examine. 

ScL Wretched friend ! 

I, ere thyself, already know thou dost. 

I know, that having sacrificed thy interest. 

Thy judgment, and the sacred austere names 
Of gratitude, of friendship, and of faith. 

As victim to a luckless destiny, 

Thou rushest on destruction. Thou canst not 
AsdrubaFs daughter at thy side long keep, 

And persevere the advocate of Rome, 

And make thyself th* abolislier of Carthage. 

Thy fate I fervently regret. For kings, * 

The enemies of Rome, thod knowest well, ; 

Or soon or late, what ruin is reserved. i 
I speak not thus with menacing intent, 

Oh no ! suspect it not : may Heaven avert 
That I should ever be the instrument 
Of the just rage of Rome»against thyself. 

This sword of mine, which formerly avaiRd 
To reinstate thee in thy throne, ah no ! 
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Shall never with thy not inferior sword. 

Which hath augmented so illustriously 
Rome’s lofty victories, for mastery strive. 

No, rather than ’gainst thee, would I direct 
Its point against myself : but tell m£ thou. 

Am I collected Rome ? I am, thou know’st, 

A private citizen of' Rome ; nor arms. 

Nor counsellors, nor captain^ doth she want. 
Another leader in my place will come, 

With equal fortune, with superior judgment, 
And less compassion, to these fated shores ; 
And he will make thee recollect thy faith, 
Though pledged so solemnly, so weakly kept. 
JMa . Now, would’st thou that a man who is 
friend. 

Should, to the terror of precarious ills 
In future times, yield that which he denies 
To yield to friendship ? Ill thou knowest me. — 
In short, I ask of thee, whether of Cirfca, 

Spoil’d by my sword and my Numidians, 

And by my blood and theirs ; whether to-day 
The booty of that Cirta doth belong 
To Rome or to m>sclf? if Sophonisba, 

My promised consort, by myself alone 
Conducted hither, in this camp is deem’d 
The wife of Masinissa and a queen, 

Ur if she be the slave of Rome ? 

ScL — She was, 

And is, (alas, but too unquestionably !) 

The wife of Syphax still. 

Ma. 1 understand thee. 

Oh agony ! * . a^id dost thou hope ? . . 

Set To thee, r 
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Oh Masinissa,*I resign the choice : 

From post to post defenceless in this camp 
I wander ; thou by thy Numidians here 
At once m&y ? st cut me off; thou may’st thyself 
Plunge in my heart thy sword : but to thy ruin 
I will not suffer thee to rush, if first 
Thou kill me not. But if thou nave the heart 
Tfo wisirmy ruin, of my own accord, 

I, for thy sake, embrace it. Keep thy prize : 

Rome, and her conscrip^'athers, then shall hear me 
TIP accuser of myself: I must confess. 

That to our private friendship L was pleased 
To sacrifice the interests of Rome, 

And of thyself; and 1 must, as the fruit 
Of my equivocal regard for thee, 

Reap unequivocal disgrace. 

Ma, Oh Scipio, 

Thy too great friendship is a thousand times 
More cruel to myself than menaces, 

Or arms, could ever be . . . Wretch that lam!... 
My heart thou rendest. — But no power can thence 
Extract the firm inextricable dart 
That love hath planted there. Thy words infuse 
Corroding poisons to the cureless wound : 

This is indeed unheard-of agony ... , 

Make me at once outrageously ungrateful, 

And treat me as a foe inveterate ; 

Or as a pitying friend bear with my woes . . . 

Thou see’st my tears; those tears canst thou re- 
strain ? — 

What do I say ? Ah vile ! What dare I say 
In Scipio’s presence ? — Thou hast bhjaerto 
Beheld me frenetick.— Let this suffice.-*- \ 
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Shortly shall Scipio, the Roman leader. 

Learn what has been th’ immutable resolve 
Of Masinissa, the Numidian king. 

Sci. Ah hear me ! 

SCENE THE T Hilt I). 

Scipio, 

Sci . Hence he flies! I will pursue him : 

In this distracted state I ^ill not leave him; 

Spite of himself he should be saved; his heart 
Is noble; my solicitude he merits, 

ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE T1IE FIRST. 

Sophonisba . 

So. Ah wretched me ! What can have happen'd 
now ? 

What fatal, what ferocious mystery 
Doth Masinissa harbour in his breast ? 

What hath vindictive Scipio said to him ? 

Ah evermorp, 1 evermore foresaw 

That fatal to us both this camp would he. — 

Oh Masinissa! . . On my countenance 
Thine eyes were fix’d, swimming with undropt. tears, 
And yet thou dar’st not speak to me . . . W r ith words 
Broken and filtering now thou call’st me thine ; 
Now stern and desperate thine arid eyes, 

With a ferocious recklessness, from me 
Thou turn’st away ; upon the naked earth 
Panting thou easiest thy convulsed limbs ; 
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And with terrific bowlings didst invoke 
TV infernal furies . . . Ah, thou hast transfused 
Already thy own furies in ray breast. — 
lie they whate’er they may, thisHieart possest 
A presage of the menaces of Scipio. 

All I foresee ; yet nothing do 1 £ear. 

Now that he is ray open enemy, 

J^b lie sftould be, now 'rill L Scipio hear, 

And make him hear the thoughts of Sophonisba • . . 
But who is this coming : awards me ? ... Is this 
Reality ? . . . Oh Heaven l . . . Syphax alive ? . . . 

And in this camp? . ... Oh unexpected sight ! 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Sypliax , Sophonisba . 

Sy. A deep amazement on thy face is painted. 

Oh lady, in beholding me again ? — 

I should have been no more : in this respect 
Fame was propitious, but my fortune adverse. 

So. Oh unexpected and appalling sight! 

Now is the horrid mystery at once 
Fully unravell’d . . . 

Sy* To thyself thou muttcrcst ? 

Speak, speak to me. Behold me ; I am he, 

Thy consort am indeed, who, for thy sake, 

My sceptre and my honour having lost, 

Deprived o( both, in Roman fetters bound, 

Yet on the brink of the much wish’d- for tomb 
Awhile delay my steps to learn thy fate. 

So. What words are thege ? . . . where shall I hide 
myself?... # * 

Sy. Ah ! do 1 on thy bewilder’d face 
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At once the characters of shame and*death i 
Thy desolate impenetrable silence 
Speaks a clear language : in thy heart I read 
The conflict of a thousand impulses* 

Yet no reproaches shalt thou hear from me ; 
Although insulted, a and in fetters bound, 

By all deserted, yet for thee, oil lady, 

Far more than for myself I feel compassioh. 

Thou knowest if I love thee. — Pm aware 
That AsdjrubaPs command, the bitter hate 
That thou for Rome hast in thy breast, alone 
Were thy conductors to my bed ; for me 
Thou never feltest love. Thus I myself, 

Thou seest, plead in thy defence. I know 
That with another not unworthy flame 
Thy bosom glow’d, or ere thou wert my spouse. 
Love, by experiment, I comprehend. 

Its force omnipotent, its madnesses, 

I know them all ; and hence, spite of myself, 
Have ever loved thee. Thou, by laws divine 
And human, forced to love me, not for this 
Was it e’er possible for fhee to do it. 

Hence jealous rage, by little and by little. 

Feeds on my heart : I thirsted for revenge ; 

And on my hated rival still could wreak it 
Although'^ captive . . . But thou conquerest, lady 
More than a jealous, L a sincere lover, 

Would nowleave th|fep safety by my death.— 
Pardon thee, groaning ; in a horrible life, 

Persist, though bating jt, and this alone 
To behold thee on<$6 mqre ; strongly at once 
Desire thy death, and happiness with others ; 

Now as the lucldess source 6 f all, my ills 
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Would curse th«e ; weeping, would adore thee now 
As the sole blessing left to toe in life . . • 

Behold, in what distracting agonies 
The latest moments 1 drag on for thee 
Of my protracted and opprobrious life. 

So. ... I will presume, although with trembling 
^yoice, 

T^Tunveilto thee my thoughts, — Little remains 
For me to say : magnanimously thou 
My cause already hast too warmly pleaded : 
Daughter of Asd rubai, and wife of Syphax, 

It now remains alone for me to die 
As worthy of these names. — At the report 
Spread of thy death, ’tis t»ue that I presumed 
My hand to promise; but ’tis not yet given: 

Thou livest, and to Syphax I belong. 

T’ avenge thy cause and mine at once ’gainst Rome, 
No firmer champion could have been secured 
Than Masinissa. Blinded, I confess. 

And caught by his incomparable prowess, 

I purposed to estrange him from the Roman?, 

And make him the deliverer of Carthage. 

But Syphax lives ; and 1 return once more, 
Whatever fate he chuse, to be of that 
A constant, and not epiite unworthy, partner. 

Si/. Thy lofty proposition deeply soothes 
A wretched monarch, and a sj||use not loved ; 

But to a lover, as I am to theSp 
Ardent beyond expression, it is death. 

I have already, and a long time aihee, 

Fix’d in my heart my fate, which thou, oh no ! 
Should’st never share with me. Then, lady, now 
Listen to my entreaties and commands . . . 
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But I see Scipio, who towards us advances ; 

He is the only person in the world 
To whom 1 would address my latest accents. 

•V 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Scipio , Sophonisba , Syphax . 

Sy. Hear me, oh Scipio.— In thy presence vanish 
Dissembling purposes ; all shame departs 
That wodlil forbid me to confess a weakness ; 

Thou, although none in thy great heart abide. 
Great as thou art, conceivest them in others, 

And pitiest them humanely. — This is she, 

( Attentively regard her,! the sole cause 
Is she of all my wretchedness ; but yet 
All my affections I have placed in her. 

Thou for myself hast not yet seen me tremble ; 
Now for another 1 descend to prayers ; 

I ana compellM to do it # * * 

So. Certainly ’ 'i v 7 / 

Asdrubal’s daughter cftdtes not thy prayers. 

Am I not equally with thee secure ? — 

What, Scipio, canst thou do to me ? I, born 
A Carthaginian, enemy to llome, 

And in the Roman camp a prisoner, 

I yet undauptacl stand .... ^ 

Scu The fatal power, 

The disappointing pdVer of destiny 
Places us all in hard extremities. 

I do not, most assuredly, exult 
In your calamities' and thou in vain 
Now in my presence makest a parade 
Ofi ivy innatf antipathy to Romfc. 
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What though the cruelties of Annibal 
Banish from Roman bosoms all compassion, 

Thence do 1 not a rancorous hate, indulge 
Against thejSe enemies. If I am forced 
To meet with them in fight, victorious, 

I envy and admire them j but, subdued, 

I pity and I aid them* 

1 Bence, to thee, 9 

That which to no man 1 would e’er have said, 

I trust myself to say . . . ** • 

So . W hat would'st thou sa}' ? 

Thou for thy&elf would’st certainly not ask 
Aught fi om the conqueror. Nothing e’er from him 
Would 1 receive ; not even his compassion. 

What have you more to say ? Before great Scipio ) 
Say who would venture to degrade himself? 

But, e’en were I degraded, to behold 
Before my eyes the spoiler of my race. 

The instrument of ultimate^ destruction 

To my illustrious country^tnaifc alone 

Would now inflame me With magnanimous rage. 

The foe of Scipio, though he be humane, 

I am as much as I’m the foe of Rome: 

To make myself worthy of this, I ought 
Rather in Scipio no$ fc* ;$xcite surprise, • 

Than puling tenderness* . y ' 

ScL Each lofty soul 'S' ' ( 

Which meets with adverse fate, almostiJft|lke& me \ 
Abhor my own prosperity. \ 

So. A joy 

Fatal, but yet a joy, glows in* mv breast, 

Now that I am allowed at length t’ unfold 
My feelings to the Aoblest of the Romans* 
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The mingled conflicts that assail my heart. 

Thou only canst conceive, who art at once 
A perfect man and citizen. — To him. 

Cradled in Carthage, no Jess than to him 
Who pass’d his childhood on the Tyber’s banks. 
The name of country, more than all things else, 

* Is graven in the heart. Effeminate thoughts 
In me, although a woman, V they gain’d, 

\ Gain’d but a second place. I loved those best, 

) Proud Romans, who besf hated you. Your foe 
' Was Masinissa once ; and at the sound 
Of his magnanimous and youthful feats 
Was I inflamed. Syphax was then of Rome 
I know not whether the ally or vassal — 

These now are my last words ; I speak to Seipio, 
And to thee, Syphax : artifice avails not ; 

For both of you kttpw well the heart of man. 

The traces of our earnest impressions 
Remain profoundly graven in our breasts : 

Hence hearing that the death of Syphax gave 
Entire superiority to Rome, 

And Masinissa’s image to my thoughts 
At the same time occurring, I design’d 
(Perchance my heart suggested it) to wean 
From Rome her champion, knd to make of him 
A shield for Carthage and myself. Thence I 
Hither an^cmg your eagles came a foe. 

And tbtt audacious hope that swcll’d my heart 
To entice from your alliance Masinissa, 

Induced me to relinquish many duties ; 

I feel the dereliction;* culpable, 

And self-convicted, I proclaim my guilt; 

And I already attt prepared to \nake 
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A loft}’ reparation. Perhaps nay fate ! 

Led me towards you with an invisible hand, > 

To give no mean impression of mygelf : 

Behold a patli is open’d to me novv^ 

To manifest to Home what lofty soul 
May animate a lady born in Cartilage. 

Sy. M,v unexpected life, 1 clearly see, 

Is file sole absolute impediment 
To every view of thine : bu^my existence 
Will be a vain and transitory shadow’. * 

My real life in that same moment ceased 
When ceased my liberty : thou knowest well 
For what 1 did survive. I learn from thee 
Fleroic fortitude. Although thy words 
Inflict a horrid torment in my heart. 

Thou should’st have told thy thoughts to me alone; 
I left thee worthy to avenge my fate, 

And so I leave thee now ... ^ \ 

So. Oh doubt it not, 

Others remain to avenge us. Let each man 
FI is duty here accomplish ; mine are changed 
By thy revival — I’ve divulged to thee 
The most* conceal’d affections of my heart : 

This Scipio heard ; to whom 1 were a loe 
Unworthy, had I spoken otherwise • * 

Sci* Tliy words, at once sublime and frank, con- 
vince me 

That thou esteemest me no vulgar foe. 

Ah ! that 1 could ♦ . . 

So. I’ve said enough. — Now, Syphax, 

We should withdraw ... • 

Sy. Soon will I follow thee ... # 

So. No, no ; henceforward will I never quit thee. 
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Sj/. And yet thou should'st abandon me.., 
So. I will not ; 

And this resolve hi mighty Scipio’s prerence 
I with an oath confirm. — Ah, come with me : 
From the so many black and horrible storms 
That now assail may a transient respite 
At least be granted. 1, although a womans 
Have hitherto by force restrain'd my tears : 

Oh Scipio, 'tis impossibly to weep 
When thou art present : but imperious Nature 
At length will have her tribute. 'Tis the part 
Of fortitude to bear adversity ; 

But not to feel its pressure when it comes. 
Rather implies stupidity than strength. 

Sy. Ah wretched me ! Why have I lived 
long ? ♦ . . 


SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Sci. This is a noble woman : worthy she 
To be a Roman. — 1 scarce check my tears. 

ACT THE FOURTH. 

* SCENE THE FIRST. 

Masinissa , Numidian Soldiers. 

Ma. Let all, obeying my commands, at night 
Be ready with their steeds: and silently 
Let them, oh Boccar, ambush where I told thee.- 
Faithful Guludda, thou,' at all events, 

Meanwhile be >eady with the fatal bowl. 

Of every monarch 'tis the sole resource 
Who would become the friend or enemy 
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Of execrable Udine. — Go hence ; and let 
Nothing of this transpire. 

i 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Masinissa. i 
$fa. C2i Masinissa, 

Should’st thou stoop, to defend thy rights, to art? .. 
Ne'er for myself would I d^vthis ; but I 
Should place in safety whom I’ve placed in danger, 
Or perish with her. — Do 1 in this place, 

With difficulty, a brief audience gain ? . . . 

Oh heaven! is she then absolutely changed ? . .. 

But see, she comes ... I tremble . . . 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Sophonisba, Masinissa . 

So, I expected 

No more to sec thee ; and in truth I ought not ; 

But (when thou hear’st it, canst thou trust my words?) 
Syphax himself enjoin’d it . . . 

Ma Influenced 
By scorn or pity ? 

So. ’Twas magnanimous ; 

And ’tis sufficient to awake in us 

A noble emulation. He himself 

Would fain converse with thee : but he commands 

That I precede him. And that . . . 

Ma. Can I bear 
A sight like this ? « . * 

So. Art thou less^reat than he? 
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Fears he thy presence ? 

31a. Norrcan 1 tell thee ferst ? . . . 

So. What canst, thou tell me that I ought to hear 
31a. In vain dost thou inflict on me new torments 
I would inform tb^e that l here enticed thee, 

And that I \tfouldy at all events, myself 
Drag thee from hence. r . 

So. I gave myself to th#e, 

Thou knowest it ; from £hee I take myself. 

A lofty dbty, fatal to myself, 

Demands this sacrifice. I feel assured. 

By following Syphax, to withdraw myself 
From every ill. Do thou then now from me 
Learn to he strong. This* is the camp of Rome : 
Scipio is station’d here ; £ monarch, thou 
Art station’d here : and I am station’d here 
Asdrubal’s daughter : tell me, would’st thou now 
That we be govern’d by a vulgar love ? 

31a. Ah ! with a flame far different to thine 
My bosom is consumed ... In thee alone 
I place my fiyme, my glory, and my greatness . . . 
Thou shoulcPst be mine ; although my kingdom pe 
rish, 

The whole worlds perish, . . . mine thou shglt be. I 
Perils and losses neither know nor fear. 

I am prepared for all, exceptto lose thee; 

And sooner . . 

So . Thou with having all my heart. 

Ah be thou satisfied . . . Prove not thyself 
Of this unworthy . . . But, what do I say? 

The sight, the sight alone of Syphax, powerless. 
Vanquish'd,* a»d captive, yet serene and firm, 

4 1 
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Will of itself restore to thee thy reason* 

Ma. ... Ah wretched me!... Could I at least 
algne ! . . . • 

But I am not less generous than you ; 

I am indeed far different as a lover : 

And I prepare to yield to you of'fchis 
A memqjable proof . - . 

* m So . See, here is Syphax. 

Ma . He too may hear mp.; nor will youjiave then 
Courage to scorn me. 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Syphax, Sophonisha, Masinissa. 

Ma. Now before thine eyes, 

Syphax, thy mortal foe presents himself. 

But thou beholdest him in such a state. 

That he no more thy indignation merits. 

Sy. All indignation from a king in chains 
Would be ridiculous. If before me 
My rival formerly had been presented, 

While I possess’d a sword, I might hav'e then 
Display’d to him no inefficient rage : 

Now cruel fate hath nothing left to me 
But a firm visage and impassive heart. 

Hence slialt thou hearrae speak to thee with mild- 
ness. 

Ma. My desperate and immeasurable grief 
Should be to thee no unimportant solace ; 

Then learn what that grief is.— See me : I am 
Far more enchain’d than thou art, far more van- 
quish’d, f 

More stripp’d of judgment, and far less a king. 

VOL. XIX. K 
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Thou tookest formerly my realm ; but then 
Thou wert nuf, as thou’rt now, my conqueror ; 

An indefatigable foe, more fierce, 

More ardent, always l arose again 
From my defeats ; till I alternately 
Became a conqueror, regain’d my own, 

And took from thee thy rejdrn — But thou pxult, 
Triumph ; this sublime lady yields to thee, 

Whom thou hast twice fcom Masinissa snatch’d, 
Entire superiority o’er me. 

So. And wouldest thou that I indeed should blush 
At thy weak courage ? • . . 

Ma. I’ve not yet given 
Proof of my courage to you : ’twill at least 
Keep pace with my despair. — You are, I see, 

Both by premeditated death sustain’d. 

Worthy, ol both is this resolve; and 1 

Feel its “ sublime attraction” much as others. 

And to each one of you ’tis suitable, 

Singly consider’d. Thou, a fetter’d king, 

Longer wilt not, nor oughtest, to exist. 

Thou art determined, thou, the wife of Syphax, 

Daughter of Asdrubal, before all Rome 

To shew a lofty and intrepid spirit 

Nor art thou sway’d by any impulses 

Save those of rage ana hate. — But how can Syphax, 

He who adores thee, who hath been impell’d 

To his entire destruction for thy sake, 

And thy sake only ; he who doth possess 
No less an ardent than a noble heart, 

Oh heaven ! ah how . how can he bear to hear 
That his beloved lady is to perish ? . . • 

So . And could he, even if hie would, divert 
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Me from my duty ? 

Sy. Whence canst thou thus know 
My thoughts? : 

Ma. 1, by far different furies swayed, 

I cannot now from thee conceal my own ; 

Nor will 1 change them, except first 1 die ! 

At aV risks I wish Sophonisba safe, 

And she (I understand) will not be saved. 

Cannot be saved, if Sy»*hax also is not. — 

Already my Numidians are accoutred : 

If at the gathering of the shades of night 
Thou, Syphax, to be one of these wilt feign, 

I swear to thee to be thy guide myself. 

And, with thy Sophonisba, to conduct thee. 
Unhurt and unassail’d, e’en to the gates 
Of your beloved Carthage. There may’st thou 
Collect arms, steeds, and troops ; for while a king 
Retains his freedom, he is yet unconquer'd. 

I will abandon Rome’s abhorred k banners, 

And I for Carthage and our Africa, 

And for thyself perchance, will henceforth fight. 
Whenever thou shalt have regain’d thy realm 
And sovereign sway, so that, as king with king, 
We to the trial of the sword m&y comq, 

I then will claim of thee with this my sword 
This most beloved woman, whom I now 
To thee surrender for no other cause 
Than to avert from her an immature 
And undeserving death. 

So . Thou fruitlessly „ 

Proposest an impracticable schen^e • • . 

Sg. His langijage intimates a lofty heart ; 

Me hfi offends not ; nay, he does impel me 
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Another, and more certain, means to offer. 

Easier for him, and less unworthy Syphdx; 

And 'tis ... .1 

Ma . You, by adversity subdued, 

Deem that impracticable which to me 
Would be most easy ;rbut* if honour prompt you* 
Dare and attempt with me. Always at hand 
Is death, the last and certain remedy ; 

To men of courage he is always present : 

But indispensable to all of us 

He is not yet. Not till to-morrow's dawn 

Deluded Scipio of our flight will hear : 

Just as he is, and in his heart humane. 

My rights he may respect ; at all events, 

Thunks to our fleet -hoof'd steeds, by break of day 
We snail have pass'd pursuit. If any one 
Should make the attempt to follow us, I swear 
That 1 would rather e’en in Scipio's breast 
Immerge my sword, than ever yield you to him. 
This sword of min$£ which hath so many times 
Already saved me ; this, whence l regain'd 
Not only my own realm but that of others. 

Will that suffice not to place both of you 
In Carthage safe?,, Now, for a brief while, yield. 
Oh Syphax/*yield to fortune : finally. 

Yet may'st thou fly from hence; nor wilt thou be 
To me at all indebted. Foes we were. 

And foes once more we shortly may become : 

The danger of an object loved alike 
By both of us, *tis this, and this alone, 

That silences our hatred aYu1 revenge. 

Hear me address'tbee suppliantly; in thee 
Is thy deliverance placed- But yet f , if cruel 
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Thou dost, &’en more than thou dost love thy wife. 
Detest thy foe, oh wreak on him, I pray thee, 
Before thy death, a plenary revenge. 

Behold my naked sword ; plunge it in me. — 

Kill me or follow me. 

Sy. Oh iMasinissa ! . . . * 

Amii the turbulence^of thy intense 
And passionate ferocity, a ray 
Of hope yet shines to tfyee ; thou art not conquer’d. 
Nor powerless, nor a captive : thence thou seest 
Human affairs with other eyes than mine. 

But in my heart there is conceal’d, beneath 
A brow of undisturb’d serenity. 

In my sad heart, more' agonized than thine, 

There is conceal’d such a tormenting flame, 

Such grief, such desolation, and such rage, * 

That language fails to represent my anguish. . « . 
Yes, my distraction never can be known 
To one, who loving, is beloved again . , . 

Ah, so much is my agony mom fierce. 

Inflicted by the asps of jealousy, 

As I see Sophonisba more intent 
The affections of her lacerated heart 
Magnanimously to hide. To a severe, 

But to a worthy conflict, I’m impell’d^ 

By her unvanquish’d courage. — Jealous rage. 
Ambition, vengeance, all my furies yield 
To love alone.-rNow more than half the knot 
Already is unloosed. Listen to me, 

Oh lady. I love thee, for thy sake only. 

Nor for myself: hence had 1, as a spouse, 

Bather thyself resign thee to another, 

Than for my sate behold thee die in vain. 
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So. What do I hear ? ... What dar'st>thou say to 
me ? 

Sy. I hope that thou .wilt hear thy consort’s prayers ; 
And where his prayers suffice not, wilt obey 
His last commands.- — The wife of Masinissa 
Thou hither earnest . I restore thee now 
To Masinissa, wife. 

So> Ah ! no. . • 

Sy. Oh thou 

Who could’st protect her wfien she was not thine. 
Now that I've made her thine, wilt do it better, — 
Farewell for ever. To pursue my steps 
ILet none of you presume. 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Masinissa, Soplionisba • 

So. No power on earth 
Shall now prevent me from pursuing thee. — 
Farewell, ah Masinissa ! 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Masinissa • 

Ma. Oh despair ! . . . 

Brief is the time : . • . both of them would forestall 
me • . • 

I only fear to be less swift than they. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Scipo , Centurions . 

Scu Already I know all. Let each of you 
^Vatclh as the guardians* of the ftoman tents 
During the approaching night : but I give 
An express order to you, that you should 
Abstain with care from vexing the Numidians 
With obstacles or insults. Go from hence ; 

Let all things pass in quietness. 

« 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Scipio* 

Scu Thy rage 

Thou sjiould’st have wreak* Aagainst my breast alone* 
Ungrateful Masinissa ; or on me ^ 

Its violence, like billows on a rock. 

Should have been broken. — But confused he bears 
His wavering steps towards me ; perchance he knows 
The destiny of Syphax . . . How I feel 
Pity for him !— Ah ! come to me ; ah cojpe l • • • 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Scipio, Masinissa , Numidian Soldiers at a distance • 

Ma. Here, oh Guludda, wait for me-— Prepared 
I was not for this meeting/ 

ScL mm, would*st thou • 

Avoid me ? I am* evermore thy Scipio ; 
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Thou now in vain seekest thyself elsewhere ; 

I only can restore thee to thyself. 

Ma . I was bereft of reason on that day 
In which I made with you a guilty traffic 
Of life and honour for degrading chains. 

But for this step perchance I yet may make 
The due atonement ; and 'twill be sublime. 

Then wilt thou see that I have perfectly 
Regain'd my reason. 

Set, I've already told thee, 

Thou may'st, oh Masinissa, yet destroy me : 

But while 1 breathe thou art constrain'd to hear me* 
Ma \ i Time fails me now for this • . . 

ScL Time fails thee now ! 

But what dost thou expect ? Thy stratagems 
Divulged to me are all : clandestinely 
Armed and accoutred, thy Numidians stand 
Within their tents ; thou hast resolved from hence 
To rescue Syphax, and with him ... % 

Ma • If thou 

Already know'st so much ; if the base arts 
Of a tyrannical spy have so far urged thee. 

That thou bast purchased those who would betray me 
E'en 'mong my troops, to consummate thy task 
Add force^p stratagem, since thou canst boast 
More soldiers than myself. Thou seest me 
Always prepared to die ; never to change. 

Sci . Thou wrongest Scipio, and he pardons thee. 
Towards thee no other weapon will 1 use 
Than that of truth ; with that will I subdue thee. 
Thy Sophonisba, who loves thee so much, 

(Would'sfc thou believe it ?) she herself ef$while 
Fully revealed to me thy stratagente . . . 
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Ma . What do I hear ? Oh heaven ! . . , 

Sci. I swe&r to thee, 

Oh Masinissa, that I speak the truth. 

Erewhile* by his express command, she was 
Befused admittance to the tent* of Syphax ; 

Hence, stung to agony by rage and grief. 

All thy designs to me dia she divulge. 
t But .^e divulged in vjpn : thou hast the power 
Still, if thou wilt, to rescue her from hence. 

Carthage in thee her champion may possess ; 

I interdict it not : the injury 
On me alone will fall ; on me alone, 

Who, at one stroke, my fame, my friend shall lose. 
But ah ! may heaven avert, that finally 
Greater calamities o’ewvhelm thee not. 

Ma* She ! . . . Sophonisba ! . . For thy sake betray 
My interest ! . . . ’Tis incredible. From whence . • . 

ScL She, far superior to her destiny, t 

Intends to give thee other proofs of love. 

To stern necessity the loftiest; yield : f 

Tfi?!asTffi^ resolve of Syphax 

Gives to her noble heart a strong incentive. 

Ma. What meanest thou by these ambiguous 
words ? . . . 

Of what pfcoof speakest thou ? ... Of what resolve 
Of Syphax ? . . . 

Sci* What ! dost thou not know it ? Scarce 
Was Syphax in his tent arrived, than swift 
As lightning, on the sword of the centurion, 

That as a guard was station’d there, he rush'd ; 

The hilt he planted on the earth, and fell, 

Collecting all his might, \ipon the blade . . i 

Ma • Oh bJes$, thrice blest is he ! Thus is he freed 

K 2 
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From execrable Rome • . . 

ScL With his last breath * 

He order'd that admission there should be 
To Sophonisba forcibly denied. 

Ma . And she . . . Ah, now I clearly comprehend 
The horror of her state I But oh, too far 
Is mine remote fromiSyptiax’ destiny ! * 

Conquer'd by thee, by his own hand he fell : 

I, not as yet subdued, would be destroyed 
By a Roman sword, but by, that sword in fight. 

ScL Ah no ! thou oughtest not like them to perish. 
Rather than death, and worthier of thyself, 

Sublimer fortitude thy life would shew. 

Ma. Live without her ! . . . I have not power to 
do it . . . 

Cannot I rescue her by any means ? . . . 

I irill yet see her only once more. 

Sci. Ah ! 

Assuredly her converse may avail, 

More than I can avail, to re-excite 
Its noble impulses within thy breast. — 

Behold her wish to plant herself 

Near to itty lint. Before the eyes of Rome, 

And in tjbf^esence of all Africa, 

She wisfegi'tb fulfil each cruel duty. 

Hear her'; with her I leave thee : Scipio 
In both of you confides ; thou canst not bear 
Her to surpass thee in sublimity. , 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Sophonisba , Scipio 7 Masinissa- 
So* Ah ! pausej oh Scipio. I repair'd to thee ; 
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And me dost thou avoidf ? 

Set. A sacred duty 

Enjoins that I prepare for the dead king 
A splendid funeral pile . . . 

So. Hiiher at least, 

I pray thee, soon return. This will henceforth 
Be my perpetual dwelling plac^ ; and here 
X swegr to wait for thee. 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Sophonisba , Masinissa. 

Ma . Perfidious lady ! 

And dost thou also to inhuman pride 
Add treachery > 

So. Treachery! 

Ma . Treachery, yes ; while I 
Prepare to save you, or to die for you, 

Thyself revealest fhy design to Scipio* 

So. — Syphax allowed me not to die with him. 
Ma * He wish’d thee safe with me. 

So. Already he „ v 

His freedom had regain* $ ; that wliicljtdt s$ek, 
And shall obtain. — I cannot, if my 
I would forfeit, from the Roman cimk> 
Withdraw myself with thee. With a t^ue love 
Too much thou lovest a,nd hast loved me. 

That I should save myself at such a risk : 

I am too worthy df thy tenderness, 

E’er to allow thee to do this. I have. 

In making manifest thy purposes. 

Taken nought from thee-but the fatal power 
My honour and thy glory to betray. 
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Ma* Thou ait deceived ; nought hast thou taken 
from me. ' 

Yet I may all achieve : rivers of blood 
I yet may sherfi mine 1 will pour out 
Eie 1 leave thee a Slave 1 . . . 

So* Am I a slave ? 

Such dost thou non ^account me ? 

Ma. In thcjpower 
Of Rome art thou. 

So* Qf Rome ! As yet I an* 

In my o VS* power ; or in thy power, if thou 
Feern for tne yet the pity of a king. i* 

Ma. Thou mak’st Hie ticmble . **on thy coun- 
tenance ^ 

I see a horrible security, \ 

The harbinger of voluntary death . . . 

But I would lead thee . . . 

So. jpball will be vain : 

There !$ w^jSgco on earth that dan avail 
To coUnWaOTmy^will, which is in me 
The child of duty. Indispensable. 

Immutable, impending, i& my death. 

And ’twill, I hope, be freiy although I am 
i Of all things destitute ; although I left 
In CirtU, inadvertently, the last, 

| The only fripnd of subjugated kings, 

1 My faithful poison ; from Mr lover’s lips 
Although I heard a sacred J^emja oath. 

That he #6uld wrest me from the hands of Rqpae ; . . 
An oath committed to* the vagrant winds. 

Ajtyicl these haughty eagles yet 4i|ueen, 

Daughter of Asdrubal, no'lesslldcuic, 

Nq collected in ngpsclf I sftmd f 
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Than if in Carthage, or within my palace.— 

But thou, thoif spenkest not. . . . Distracted looks, 
Swimming with tfears, thou fixest on the ground* . . , 
Ah ! trust me, my affliction equajs thine . . . 

Mia* The effect of each is different : destitute 
Of courage, weaker than the weakest woman. 
Trembling I itand ; while thou . f . 

9 So* The state of each* 

May be dissimilar : not so our hearts . . . 

Believe my words : although I do not wepp* 

1 feel nqy bosom rack’d with agony : 

1 am a Woman ; nor make 1 parade 
Of virile courage *• but there doth remain 
No path for n$e to take save that of death* 

If I h&d loved thee less, P might ricrchance 
Have bOen the partner of thy flight to Carthage ; 
And, at the price of my icnown, ha^jigainM 
A sliort-Kved vengeapee, with thy troop^o’eifBome ; 
But 1 would not expose thee, for my sa|t£, 

To an unprofitable risk. The fall 
Of Carthage is inevitable now : 

111 can a corrupt and discordant city 
Cope with united andfiarrpjOpious Rome* 

1 should have Jived too long if I had seen, 

On'my accoinrt, my country overwhelm'd, 

And thee with it hurl'd headlong to destruction. 
Faithful remain to Rome **%pfflinue still 
A grateful friend to pighi^ ocipio. * 

To raise thee to great power, to give thy virtues 
An ample fcope for action, all this now x 

My death can do, amo\jpthing but my death. 

Thy good, e*$n more thlft mine, to this compels pi 
Ma*> Dost county tnen so tile as to e&peta 
*»w . 
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That I should struggle to survive thy death ? 

So . I wish thee to excel me i and to prove 
Thy brighter excellence thou shbSUld’st survive; 
And in the name of thy renown do I 
Enjoin thee to do this- To thee would death 
Be a disgrace ; for to it love alone 
Could prompt the^ : life were a disgrace to me, 
Since love alone could force me to endure i*- 
My death, thou know’st, is indispensable ; 

To me thou swaredst it ; and such a gift 
Would yet be grateful to me from thy hands : 

Not by refusing it canst thou avert 
My settled purpose. In this very place. 

Before the camp, immoveable and mule, 

Yet three more dftys, which I shall add to this. 

In which I have not slaked niy burning thirst 
E’en with a draught of water, will give me 
Entire ascendency o’er Rome. But ah l 
Is there compassion in thee, tfms to leave me 
To a protracted agonizing death, 

When thou hadst promised to procure me one 
Both brief and dignified - Fool that I was ! 
Trusting in thee alone*; I hither eame . . . 

Ma. Thou on bur death hast then resolved ? , . . 
9o. On mine. * 

If madly 'thou, against my express will, 

Turnest thy arms agCins 4 thyself, now hear 
A furipus threat, and if Ihou $are, defy it ; 

I will be dragged a living slave to Rome, 

And will ascribe to thee my infamy .... 

Ere the return of Scipio, I coftjure thee, 

Rratore me, thou, to perfect liberty : 

If thdu art not* forsworn. 
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Ma. What dost thou ask ? . . • 

Oh Heaven ! . . f cannot arm thee with my sword . , 
Thy dubious aim ... 

So. The sword requires, *tis true* 

A hand accustomed to its management. 

A bowl of speedy and effective poison 
Were more adapted to my female fcourage. 

I |£e notrfar from hence thy faithful son 
Guludda ; for thy sake he always bears it ; 

Call him ; I am«resolved. 

Ma . Qh day of woe ! — 

Give me that bowl, Guludda.~Now go thou 
Wait for me at my tent. — And is this then. 

Is this at once the first and latest pledge 
Of my unbounded love, which thou would’st wrest 
By force from me ? . . . Too certainly I see 
That thou on no terms will consent todive ; 

And to a long and agonizing death J 

I cannot leave thee— I will not shed tears, ... 
Because thou weepest not : behold, to thee 
The deadly potion I present myself 
With tearless eyes . . . but only on condition, 

That in its contents I 3hall have my share . . . 

So. Yes, thou shalt have it, as tnou meritest. 
Now of my lofty love at length tbou’rt worthy. 
Give me the bowl. 

Ma . Oh Heaven ! • • • Hand and heart v 
I tremble ... " 

So. Why delay ? Ere Scipio comes 
The deed must be accomplish’d . . • 

Ma. Take the bowl. 

Alas ! What have 1 done ? Oh agony [ . . . 

So. I’ve quaff’d if* to the dregs: I see already 
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Scipio returns. 

Ma . Dost thou deceive me thus ? 

I have a sword remaining yet ; and I 
Will follow thee.} 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

e 

Scipio , Masinissa, Sophoniaba . 

ScL Ah no ! While I have breath . . . 

Ma . Ah traitor ! In thy bosom I will then 
Take vengeance for that immolated lady. 

ScL Behold my breast defenceless : I will loose, 
.That I may be thy victim, thy right-hand; 

Except for this, in vain thou wishest it. 

So . Oh Masinissa, if thou dar’st, I hate thee , • » 
Sci.' Me, me alone, thy hand may immolate ; 
But, while I live, thou shall not turn thy sword 
Against thy own breast. 

Ma . — I am once more myself. — 

Scipio, of all hast thou bereft me now, 

E’en to my sense of honour. 

So* Thankless man ! . . . r 
Canst thou calumniate Scipio'? He grants me. 

As he has grafted Syphax, a free death ; 

While perhaps he might <have interdicted it : 

By dint bf force U^wrests thee from the shame 
Of an effeminate opprobrious death : 

And darest thou, ungraceful, darest thou 


' t * r 1 Tic is about to stab himself ; Scipio, strenuously holding 
hack, bis arm, prevents his doing it. , 
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Calumniate Scipio ? Yield, ah yield to him ! 

He is at once thy brother, father, inend. 

Ma . Now, leave me : thou in vain dost check my 
rage. 1 

Death . . . death ... I yet . . . 

So* Ah Scipio . . . leave him no*,: 

Out of ray sight elsewhere drag him by force : 
l?e was born great, and tlly sublime example 
To greatness may restore him : from the world. 
From Rome, conceal his weakness • . 1 • . already • • 
Feci my tongue palsied . • and my blood congeal’d • . 
To him I give not . . . not to rend his heart ... 

The last farewell. — Ah drag him hence ... I pray 
thee ; 

And me . . . leave me to die, ... as ought to die 
AsdrubaPs daughter ... in the . . . Roman camp. 

Ma . Ah 1 . . By despair ... by grief. . . I am bereft 
Of all my strength ... I scarce can breathe . • ♦ much 
less 

Inflict ... a blow . . • 

Sci. Come ; I will use towards thee 
The violence of a friend ;* I will not leave thee * . 
Nor ever shall thy grief destroy thy life. 

If with thyself thou do not slay thy Scipio. 

*f; , • 

■ ..... — ..i l fa i .. i. 


Dragging bim forcibly towards the tents. 
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Mamilius. 


Valerius. 
People, 
deflators. 
Conspirators • 
LiUors. 


bCLNL,— The Forum in Rome. 


ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

* B? ut us, CoS&inus. 

HoL Ah where, ah where, oh Brutus, would’st 
thou thus 

Drag me by force ? Quickly restore to me 
This sword of mine, which with beloved blood 
Is reeking yet . . . — In ray own breast . . . 

Bru. Ah! first 

This sword, now sacred, in the breast of others 
Shall be immerged, I swear to thee — Meanwhile 
* jft# indispej^ble, that in this forum 
Thy boundless sorrow, and my just revenge, 

Burst unrescifedly before the e^es 
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if universal Rome. 

Col. Ah no ! 1 will 

Withdraw myself from every human eye. 

To my unparallefd calamity * 

All remedies are vain ; the sword, this sword 
Alone can put an end to my distress^. 

Bru. Oh Collatinus, a complete revenge 
WcJtld surely be some solatfr ; and I swear 
To thee, that that revenge thou shall obtain. — 

Oh! of a chaste and innocent Roman lady • 

Thou sacred blood, to-day shalt thou cement 
The edifice of Roman liberty. 

Col . Ah ! could my heart indulge a hope like this ! 
The hope, ere death, of universal vengeance . . . 

Biu. Hope ? 13e assured of it. At length, behold 
The morn is dawning of the wish’d-for day : 

To-day my lofty, long-projected plan 

At length may gain a substance and a form- 

Thou, from a wrong'd unhappy spouse, may’st now 

Become the avenging citizen : e%n thou 

Shalt bless that innocew^lood : and then if thou 

Wilt give thy own, it will not be in vain 

For a true country shed ... A country, yes, 

Which Brutus will to-day create with thee. 

Or die with thee in such aiKmterprise. , 

Col. Oh ! what a sacred name dbst thou pronounce ! 
I, for a genuine country’s sake alone, 

Could now survive my immolated wife. 

Bru. Ah 1 then resolve to live ; co-operate « 

With me in this attempt. A God inspires me; * 
A God infuses ardour in my breast, % * ' 

Who thus exhorts me : “ It belongs to thee, 

“ Oh .Collatinus, and? to thee, oh Brutf% 
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“ To give both life and liberty to Home.” 

Col. Worthy of Brutus is thy lofty hope : 

I should be vile if I defeated it 

Or, from the iihpious Tarquins wholly rescued. 

Our country sh ill from us new life obtain; 

Or we (but firsf avenged) with her will fall. 

Bru . Whether enslaved or free, we noy r shall fa 
Illustrious and revengectl My horrible oath 
Perhaps thou hast not well heard ; the oath I utter*! 
When from Lucretia’s palpitating heart 
The dagger I dislodged which still I grasp. 

Deaf from thy mighty grief, thou, in thy house, 
Scarce heardest it ; here once more wilt thou hear i 
By my own lips, upon th* inanimate corse 
Of thy unhappy immolated wife, 

And in the presence of assembled Rome, 

More strenuously, more solemnly renew’d* 
Already, with the rising sun, the forum 
With apprehensive citizens is fill’d ; 

Already, by Valerius* means, the cry 
Is to the multitude promu^ited 
Of th* impious catastrophe : th* effect 
Will be far stronger on their heated hearts 
When they^ behold the chaste and beauteous lady 
With her own hands deltroy’d. In their disdain. 
As much as in my own, shall I confide. 

But more than every man thou should’st Jbe presen 
Thine eyes from the distracting spectacle . 

Thou may*et avert : to thy affliction this T u 
May be allow’d : yet here should’st thou remain : 
E’en more than my impassion’d words, thy mute 
And boundless grief is fitted to excite 
Th’ oppressed' spectators to indignant pity * . - 
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CoL Oh Brutus ! the divinity which speaks 
thee, to lofty and ferocious rage, 
lath changed my grief already. The last words 
)f the magnanimous Lucretia, seem/ 

1 a more awful and impre^ive sound, 

'o echo in my ears, and smite my h^art. 

Jan I be less inflexible t* avenge, 
lidfi she t?> inflict her voluiftary death ? 
n th* infamous Tarquinii’s blood alone 
Jan I wash out the stigma of the name, 
ommon to me and them ! 

Bnu Ah ! I too spring 
rom their impure and arbitrary blood : 
ut Rome shall be convince4 that I’m her son, 
fot of the Tarquin’s sister : and as far 
is blood not Roman desecrates mjf veins, 
swear to change it all by shedding it 
or my beloved country — But, behold, 

'he multitude increases : hitherward 
umbers advance : now it is time to speak. 

SCENE TI SECOND. 

Brutus y Collatinusy People . 

Bru. Romans, to me, to nte, oh Romans, come ; 
rreat things have I t' impart to you. 

People . Oh Brutus, 

Jan that indeed which we have heard be true ? 

Bru . Behold ; this is the dagger reeking yet, 

'eft warm, With th* innocent blood-drops of a chaste 
tnd Roman lady, slain by her awn hands* 

Sehold her husbar^l ; he is mute ; yet weeps 1 
tnd shudders. Yet lie lives, but liveMoae 
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For vengeanc^ ^ he sees by vour hands toiti,^ 
The heart torn piece- meal of tnat impious Sjektius, 
That sacrilegious ravisher and tyrant;. 

And I Kve yet\ but only till the day, 

When, wholly disencumber’d of the ^l^uins, 

I see Rome fr^3 once more. 

People . Oh most unparallel’d,* ' 

Calamitous catastrophe 1 , . . 

Bru. I see 

That all of you upon th’ unhappy spoUSe 
Have fix’d your motionless and speaking eyes. 
Swimming with tears, and by amazement glazed. 
Yes, Romans, look at him ; ah see in him, 

Ye brothers, fathers, and ye husbands, see 
Your infamy reflected. Thus reduced, 

Death on himself he cannot now inflict ; 

Nor can he life endure if unavenged . . , 

But vain, inopportune, desist from tears. 

And from astonishment. — Romans, towards me. 
Turn towards me, Romans, your ferocious looks : 
Perhaps from my eyes, ardent with liberty, 

Ye may collect some animating spark 
Which may inflame you with its fostering heat. 

1 Junius f&utus am ; whom long ye deem’d. 

Since I so feign’d myself, bereft of reason ; 

And such I feign’d myself, since doom’d to live 
The slave of tyrants, 1 indulged a hope 
One day to rescue, by a shock of vei^^pce. 
Myself and Rome from their ferocious* daws. 

At length the day*, predestined by the gods, 

The hour, for my edited scheims is come* 

Froth this time forth ’tis in ygur|iower to rise 
From slaves (for such ye were) to mem I ask 
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Alone to die for you ; so that t die 
The first free man and citizen in Rome. 

People. What have we heard? What majesty, 
what force, f 

Breathe in his words ! . . But we, alas ! are powerless: 
Can we confront arm’d and ferocious tyrants ? . . . 

Bru. Ye powerless, ye ? What ‘is it that yon say ? 
What J^Do ye then so liftle know yourselves ? 

The breast of each already was inflamed 
With just and inextinguishable hate 
Against the impious Tarquiris : now, e’en now. 

Ye shall behold before your eyes displac’d 
The last, most execrable, fatal proof, 

Of their flagitious arbitrary power. 

To-day to your exalted rage, the rage 
Of Collatinus, and my own, shall be 
A guide, an impulse, a pervading spirit. 

Ye have resolved on liberty ; and ye 
Deem yourselves powerless ? And do you esteem 
The tyrants arm’d? What force have they, what 
arms? 

The arms, the force of Romans ? Who is there, 

The Roman who, that would not soone^ die, 

Than here, or in the camp, for Rdel^B oppressors, 
Equip himself with arms ? — By my advief, 
Lucretius with his daughter’s blood aspersed, 

Hath to t^he camp repaired : this very moment 
By the jbf$ye men besieging hostile Ardea, 

Hath he fceen heard : and certainly 
In hearing him, and seeing him, those men 
Have turn’d their arms against their guilty tyrants. 
Or swift in odjfdefence, abandoning 
Their impious Writers, hitherward they fly. 



240 TK»JK$ST BRUTUS. 

The honour of thief ^tf^iest Iriterprise 
Against the tyrants, citizens, would ye 
Cons* nt indeed to yield to other men ? 

Peonleb^Oh, wirh what just and lofty nardihood 
Dost tiiatrinflame our breasts ! — What can we fear* 
If all have the same will ? 

Co/. Your nobl£ rage, 

TloWf generous indignation", thoroughly 
jbcalJ me back to life. Nothing can I 
Efcpress^ . to you . . . for tdL 4 , . forbid ... my ut- 
terance . . . - 

But let ^yvord be my interpreter ; 

I fijst unsheathe it, and to earth I cast, 

Irrevocably cast, the, useless scabbard. 

Oh sword, I sweatAjSypunge thee in my ~.^ast. 

Or in the breast ojWnga»-~Oh husbands, fathers* 
t%Be ye the first to fouowjlge ! . * . But all ! 

What spectacle is this ? j?. * 

People . Atrocious bight ! 

* Behold the murder’d lady in the forum . . • 

Brty Yes, Romans, fix, (if have power to do it,) 
Fix oh that immolated form your eyes. 

That mute^air foim, that horrible generous wound* 
That pure and $$bred blood, ah ! all exclaim, 
f * To-day resolve on liberty, or ye 
f * Are doom'd to death. JN ought else remains.’ 1 
People . All, all, 

1 Yes, tree we all of us will be, or dead. 


\ • 

‘ In the farther part of the Btage the ttedy of Lucretia is 
introduced, followed by a great multitftddt 

10 
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Bru . Then listen now to Brutus.— The same 
dagger 

Which fromiier dying side he lately drew, 

Above that innocent illustrious lady 
Brutus now lifts ; and to all Rome he swears 
That which first on her very dyingHbrm 
Ife swor* already — Whilt*l wear a sword, 

While vital air I breathe, in Rome henceforth 
No Tarquin e’er shall gM his foot ; I swcai* it ; 

Nor the abominable fiftpi of king, 

Nor the authority, shall any man 
fiver again possess. — May the just Gods" 

Annihilate him here, if Brutus *j&®ot 
Lofty and true of heart! — further! swear. 

Many as are th’ inhabitants* pflimfte, 

To make them equal, free, a&d citizens ; 

Myself a citizen, and nothing more ; 

The laws alone shall have authority, 

And I will be the first to yield them homage. 

People. The laws, thp laws alone : with om 
voice 

To thine our oaths unite. And be a fate. 

Worse than the fate of Collatinus, oiSfcs, 

If we are ever peijured ! 

Bru . These, these are 

Ti ue Roman accents. Tyranny and tyrants. 

At your accordant hearty will alone. 

All, all have Vanish’d. Nothing now is needful 
Except ’gainst them to close the city gates ; 

Since fate to us propitious had -already 
Sequester’d them from Rome. 

People . But youmuJanwhile 
Will be to 11s at once consuls and fathers ; 
vol. in. L 
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You to us wisdom, we our arms to you, 

Our .swords, our hearts, will lend . . . 

Biu. In your afgu.st 

And sacred presence, on each lofty cause, 

We always will deliberate - there cannot 
From the collected people’s majesty 
Be any thing conceal’d. Hut it is just 
That the patricians and the senate bear 
A part m every thing. At the new tidings 
They are not all assembled here : enough 
(Alas* too much so) th* iron rod of power 
Flas smitten them with terror: now j ourselves 
To the sublime contention of great deeds 
Shall summon them. Here then we will unite, 
Patricians and plebeians ; and by us 
Freedom a stable basis shall receive. 

People, From this day forth we shall begin to live. 

ACT T11E SECOND. 

SCENE THE l IRST. 

B tut us, Titm . 

! 7 it. All the patricians were invited, father, 

As thou commandedst, to th* august assembly. 

The fourth hour now approaches ; thou wilt have 
The whole of Home subservient to thy nod. 

It almost doth bereave me of my reason 
To see thee lord oi Rome. 

Bui. Thou seest me 

Lotd of myself, and not of Rome, oh Titus ; 

Nor shall you have a lord in aity shape 
In Rome henceforward. This by her I swear ; 
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I, who till now was a vile slave. Oh sons, 

Ye saw me such, while with the tyrant’s children 
I educated you for servitude § 

In a corrupted court. Alas 1 I could not 
Sow in your hearts the seeds of liberty, 

A trembling and degraded father*, hence 
Jc areisi cause, ye the most special cause. 
Whence I should triumph in recover’d freedom. 
My independent animating carriage • 

Will instigate you morfe to excellence. 

Than my anterior servitude to baseness. 
Contented for my country shall 1 die, 

When I with confidence shall leave my sons 
The associates of free-born citizens. 

Tit . Father, there needed to thy lofty heart, 
Whose lustre always broke upon tiiy sons, 

A field no less magnificent for action 
Than that which fortune opens to thee now. 

Ah, might we in the noble enterprise 
Assist thee! 15ut the obstacles are ru^ny. 

And they are terrible. The multitude 
Is in itself inconstant : to the Tarquins 
What manifold resources yet remain ! . , . 

Bru . Were there no obstacle remaining # yet. 
The enterprize were dangerless, and thence ** 
Unworthy Brutus : hut if Brutus fear’d them. 

He were unworthy to accomplish it. — 

To the immutable, lofty, austere, 

Peremptory decision of thy father, 

Do thou thy youthful vehemence unite ; 

Thus at once son of Brutus and of Rome 
Shalt thou be, Titus*. — But thy brother comes . . . 
Hear we what news he brings. 
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SCENE THE SECOND. 

Tiberius, Tit us > Brutus . 

Tib . Beloved father, 

Never could I hate met thee in the forum 
More opportunely. Wild with joy thou seer* me : 

I sought for thee. Breathless from too much haste 
I am : with impulses ne’er felt before, 

I am at once transported and oppress’d. 

I have just seen the execrable Tarquins, 

And trembled not . . . 

Tit. Where was it ? 

Bru . Where ? . . . 

Tib. I am 

By my own eyes persuaded that the tyrant 
Is of all men the least T he haughty king. 

With impious Sextius, scarce had heard that Rome 
Had risen in tumult, ere he left the camp ; 

Aiul with a chosen escort towards the city 
Fled with full speed : and here were they arrived 
At thjjfcCarmenta) gate . . . 

Tit. Precisely there 
Where thou wert sentinel. 

Tihm Blest that 1 am ! 

I first against the tyrants, I the first 

My sword unsheathed.— The iron gate was closed. 

And fertified : in its defence myself, 

W T ith twenty other armed Romans, paced, 
Accoutred all, exterior to the gate, 

With circumambient vigilance. Behold, 

\tflh cries, with holdings, and'with menaces, 

The troop, twice o$rs in number, rush’d towards us. 
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To hear, to see, to recognize the miscreants, 

To fall upon them with our weapons, seem’d 
The labour 6f an instant. In ouri/elves 
There was a strength and rage unlike to theirs ; 
Tyrants, they thought that they w<*re meeting slaves : 
But soon they learn’d that liberty and death, 
l5ike twfln-born instincts, Cover’d round our swords. 
Already ten or more had we destroy’d ; 

The residue, and Tarquin fii$t of these, • 

Betook themselves to flight.'** Upon their heels 
Fiercely and long we press’d, but press’d in vain ; 
Fear gave them wings. I afterwards return’d 
To my appointed post be^jde the gate ; 

And, warm yet with the victory, swift I come 
To thee to tell it. 

Bni. Trifling though it be. 

Such sample of our prowess should be deem’d 
An omen of prosperity to Rome, 

Fain would I in that fray have borne a part ; 

For nothing so intensely do I covet * 

As to confront them in the strife of blood. 

Oh ! wherefore in the forum and the camp 
Cannot I tongue, and intellect, and sword. 

All, all at once exert ! But with such sons 
I can with ease be many things at once. 

Tib. Still have I more to tell thee. When to flight 
I had these miscreants driven, as 1 return’d j 
Towards the walls, the sound of steeds I heanl 
Behind, advancing on our homeward path ; 
Backward I look’d, and lo ! there came towards us 
A single horseman ijrom the tyrant’s train. 

His right-hand weaponless he laised ; no sword 
Guarded his side; an olive-branch he held 
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Tn his left-hand; beckoning to me, he cried : 

1 halted ■ he advanced , the messenger 
Of peace, in suppl eating tones he ask’u 
Admission into Home, f’ enunciate 
Conditions and apoioines, he comes 
To Brutus and the senate, 

Bia. To the people — * * 

For Brutus is a portion of the people, 

Or he is ljothing. And the herald is ? . . . 

Tib. Mamihus: strict injunctions to my troops 
Without the gates 1 gave to guard him well. 

X came to know what must he done with him. 

Bru . He comes at the light tune. This messenger 
Could not have chosen to pu>mt himself 
A day more solemn or mote opportune. 

Go, to the gate return ; seek him ; with thee 
Quickly conduct him hither. If he dare, 

Here shall he speak to universal Rome : 

And here, an answer not of Home unworthy 
fie will, 1 hope, receive. 

' fib . To him I fly. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Brutu Titus. 

* 

Bru. Meanwhile go thou to meet the senators ; 
Sec in the forum that they yield to them 
The most conspicuous places. Even now 
The concourse of the multitude increases ; 

And several of the senators I see. 
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SCENE Till' FOURTH. 

Bnitus } People , Senato)s 9 and Pphicians , who pi act 
themselves siu\ cssivehj in the Tonim . 

Bru . Oh thou supreme dLscerngr of those thoughts 
\VhicfHurk most privily in human breasts ! 

Thou who dost see and dost inflame my heart ! 
Home’s great protector, everlasting Jove ! 

Give me, I pray thee, language, sense, afnl ardour 
To the great cause propot tionM . • . Yes, oh Jove, 
This wilt thou do, it it be true that thou 
Hast chosen me to he the instrument 
Oflibeit), thy first and genuine blessing# 

SCENE THE IIFIH. 

Brutus , having mounted the Rostrum , Valerius, Titus , 
People , Senators , Pair mans . 

Bru. I come, oh fellow-citizens, to make 
To you all strict confession of my deeds. 

With one consent you have appointed me 

And Collatinus to a dignity 

Without a precedent in Rome : the iiclors, 

The fasces, and the hatchets (hitherto • 

Th* insignia of kings) ye have been pleased 
T* annex to our elective annual office. 

Yet not for this hath the malignant taint 
Of mad ambition crept into my heart; 

With honours, no, (though yours are real ones,) 
Pm not transported ; but w*ith liberty, 

With love for Ro^e, and with implacable, 

Fierce, and eternal hatred fotr the Tarquins. 
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These are my sole pretensions ; and may each 
Of you in such a noble strife excel me ; 

J have no wish beyond. 

People • Thy dignified 

And manly aspect, Brutus, thy frank speech, 

All, all announce ;n thee to us the sire 
Of Home and ofthe Romans. 

JBru. Oh my sons, 

My genuine sons, (since with the name of father 
Ye have bfeen pleased to honour me,) 1 hope 
Shortly to shew you, by no doubtful proofs, 

That beyond all things, e’en myself, 1 love you. — 
My colleague arm’d is from the city gone. 

With mafily heroes, to the -camp, to meet 
And safely to collect those who have left 
Justly the standard of our vile oppressors. 

People, patricians, knights, and senators, 

I all of you assemble in the forum ; 

Since the great cause of all I wish to treat 
Before you all convened. Now every Roman 
Is so inalienably a part of Rome, 

That nothing but his own degeneracy 
Can from her solemn meetings banish him.— 
Noble patricians, ye, the scanty remnant, 
Uninjured by th’ exterminating sword 
Of the despotic king ; and ye, their flower, 

Oh senators, ye will not be averse 
To mingle with a free and manly people. 

Ah no, ye are too lofty. All around, 

Far as 1 cast my eyes, I see all Romans ; 

And there are none of fhem unworthy you, 

Si&ce among us' there Arc no longer kings. — 
Trembling and insecure? kings hitherto 
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Our lips have seal’d : nor was there left for us 
Any alternative, except to load 
Ourselves with infamy, giving assent 
To their iniquitous flagitious laws ; 

Or, if the courage rose in us, to 6ppose 
Ourselves to them in vain, to be the first 
To fall the luckless victims of th^, rage. 
m Fa. ^Brutus, thy word^are true^— 1, in the name 
Of all the senators, appeal to Rome. 

Too true indeed are they. — We a long time 
On Rome’s obscurest citizens reduced 
To look with envy ; more than any culprit 
Forced to despise ourselves ; what need more words ? 
Besides our portion in the common load 
Of execrable servitude, oompell’d 
In the dark mysteries of tyranny 
To take a part, we, yes, we sunk ourselves 
Below the lowest people ; and we were so. 

Nor to the multitude should one of us 
Hope to seem guiltless, save the many si A 
By th’ impious royal axe. Nought else remains 
To us to-day, then, but to reunite 
Our heartiest efforts with the noble people’s ; 

Nor otherwise to covet to surpass them, 

Except in hate to kings. This sacred hate 
Will be th’ eternal, sublime base of Rome. 

We then, yes, we, by the internal gods. 

By our own blood, and by our children’s blood. 
Swear it ferociously with one accord. 

People . Oh noble ! oh magnanimous ! Oh ye 
Alone now worthy to surpass us ! We 
Gladly accept the noble strife of virtue. 

What people now will undertake to cope, 

• L 2 
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Much less the vanquish’d execrable kings, 
(Already vanquish'd by their turpitude,) 

With us, at once Romans and citizens ? 

Bru. Immortal contest ! superhuman words ! . . , 
I die contented : l for once at least 
Have utter’d accents worthy of a Roman ; 

And have indeed ^vith these my ears once heard 
True Roman eloquence. Now since Rome trusts 
Herself to us wholly for lihr defence, 

Without her walls 1 instantly depart ; 

And to you day by day of all our schemes 
My colleague or n^self will give account ; 

Until, our arms laid down, in perfect peace 
Ye give a stable government to Rome. 

People*^ ’Tis needful fir^t wholly to disconcert, 
Defeat, and slay the tyrants. 

Bru. I, in this. 

And nothing else, will be your chief. — Be pleased 
Briefly to hear a messenger of theirs ; 

He, in their name, solicits to address you. 

Would you believe it ? Tarquin, and with him 
The impious Sextius, and a few more, dared 
Rrcwhile to make incursion with full speed 
Almost to Rome ; thinking to come to us 
As to a timorous flock, vain-glorious fools ! 

But they i*i this were much deceived ; my son 
Tiberius the honour robb’d from me 
Of first attacking them. The miscreants 
Betook themselves from him by sudden flight : 
Descending thence from force to art, they dare 
To send to you as an ambassador 
Mamilius. What may be the unworthy terms 
Wiii jou be pltased tg hear ? w 
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People. There are ’twixt us 
No oilier terms except their death or ours. 

Bru. This let him hear then, and report. 

People . To us 

Now let this servile herald quickly come. 

Let him too hear the sentiments of Rome, 

And bear them back to him wliQ % sent him hither. 

► > » 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Brutus , Titus , Tiberius , Mamifins , Valerius^ People , 
*St nalor>i Patricians . 

Zh?*. M ami liu&, come, advance; examine well 
By whom thou art surrounded. In the court 
Of Turquin thou, effeminately nursed. 

Hast never yet seen Rome ; this, this is she. 

Behold her undisguised, and patiently 
Prepared to hear thy message. Now proceed. 

ISla. Oh Brutus, with no unimportant words 
Was I commission'd to bespeak thy heatflttg : 

But in this vast assembly, ... to divulge . . . 

Without piemeditation . . . 

Bin. \udibly 

Address thystif to all, and not to me. 

Sub.iine announcer of the will of krhgs, 

Divulge it to the p* ople, to the senate ;• 

Brutus will also hear thee with the rest. 

People . Speak, speak to all ; and thou of all shall 
hear. 

In a few woids, the answer, from the mouth 
Of our great consul Brytus. See in him 
Our genuine interpreter ; alone 
Worthy to be the* organ of Q^jr thoughts? 



252 


THE FIRST BRUTUS. 


Make haste, proceed : and brief be thy harangue : 
Frank and explicit shall our answer be. 

Bru, Heard’st thou ? 

Ma, I tremble. Tarquin, king ... 

People . Not king 
Of Rome . . . 

Ma . — Of Romf, Tarquin the friend and father . 

People, He is the father of the impious Seytius, 
And not of us . . • 

Bru . Whate’er his words may be, 

May ye bd pleased to hear him in complete 
Dignified silence. 

Ma, To yourselves erewhile 
Came Tarquin, at the earliest news that Rome 
Rebell’d f almost defenceless and alone, 

Fully relying on his innocence, 

And on his people’s loyalty, he came : 

33ut armed men repell’d him. Hence he sent me, 
A messenger of peace ; and by my means 
Enquire^ what is the crime, whence in your sight 
So guilty, that to-day he’s doom’d to lose 
The throne of Rbme, once his by your consent . . 

People, Heard ye ? Incredible audacity ! 

Slain is Lucretia, and he asks his crime l 

Ma. That \\& is the guilt of Sextius, not his . . • 

Tib . And Sextius also at his father’s side 
Erewhile repair'd to Rome ; and had they not 
Both been compell’d to save thdff lives by flight, 
Here had ye seen him now. 

People . Ah why did ye 
Frustrate their wish to gain^ces%to Rome l 
Already had we torn their scatter’d limbs 
In thousand,# ietfes. • 
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Ma. It is true, 

Sextius was also with his father there : 

But Tarquin, more a mtfftarch than a father, 

Thither enbiced his son, to subject him 
To a retributory punishment. 

Bru . This is an impudent unmanly lie ; 

And robs me utterly of self-contit>ul. 

JLf, to preserve his throne* the guilty father 
Offer'd to sacrifice his guilty son, 

Should we consent to it ? The murder’d .lady 
Hath brought, ’tis true, our sufferance to a crisis ; 
But, without this, is not the hauglity father. 

The mother, and the whole opprobrious race 
Of impure Sextius, stain’d with thousand crimes ? 
Servius, that perfect king, and Tullia’s father. 

Was by the husband of that Tullia slain : 

Tullia, detested monster ! mounts the throne, 
Trampling beneath her horses feet the corse 
Of her slain father : afterwards their reign 
By bloodshed and oppression was distinguish’d ; 
The senators and citizens destroy’d^ * 

And those not murder’d cruelly despoil’d ; 

Dragg’d from the service of magnanimous war, 

(To which alone are Roman heroes jborn,) 
vilely to hollow and to pile whole quarries, 

Which will remain eternal monument 
Both of their bondage and of regal pride. 

One alter t’ other, their so many crimes . . . 

When, when should 1 conclude my Narrative, 

If one by one I shoulc| Ifetiumerate 

The Tarquins’ trespasses ? J-ucretia’s death 

Was last of these ; and their impiety, ^ 

And our endurance, terminate with this. ' ! 
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People . This is the last; Home swears it is the 
last. 

Va . This we all swear : we all will rather die 
Ere impious Tarquin e’er return to Rome. 

Bru . Mamilius, well, thou art confused and mute; 
Thou mightest clearly have foreseen the answer* 

Go then, repeat itbto thy lord, since thou 
To being a man, preferr\st f to be a slave. 

Ma. 1 might urge many arguments ; . . but none . . 

People. No, no ! there are ’twixt citizens oppress’d 
And a despotic king no arguments, 

Save those which hurtle in the field of Mars* 

Heard he indeed our arguments and prayers 
When on the throne he sat, pulPd up with pride. 
And steel’d with cruelty Did he not then 
Laugh at our tears, and scoff' at our complaints ? 

Ma . Then may another king with milder sway 
More satisfy your hearts. — My whole discourse 
1 now shall terminate in one request. — 

Tarquin in Rome has left abundant wealth, 
Indisputably his ; would it be just 
That ye, besidSl his honours, throne, and country, 
Should rob him of his substance l 

people. ■ Answer this, 

Brutus, for us. 

Bru , His country is not taken 
From Tarquin by the Romans : kings have not 
A country ever ; nor deserve tffey one : 

They never w|fre, nor are of Roman blood. 

They have themselves defjfuded of their honour 
For a long time. Hencefifir^, by.our decree, 

Th<» monarch and the monarchy from Rome 
Ar$ banilVd everlastingly ; the Clironc 
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Is, by the flames, consumed to noisome dust; 

Nor is a trace remaining of it now. 

'Tis true in part, that, when they came to Rome, 
Their foreign innovating ancestors 
Infamous treasures bi ought, whifch, afterwards 
Insidiously dispersed, at first conduced 
To vitiate our simple ancient customs. 

^Tlieir jvealtli was afterwards the fruit of rapine, 
And was augmented by our sweat and blood ; 
From whence the Romans equitably nugljt 
Resume it for themselves. Hut Rome esteems 
The Tarquins only worthy to enjoy it, 

And gives it all to them. 

People . Oh heart sublime ! 

Tlic tutelary genius of Iboine 

In Hiutus speaks. Be his decree fulfill’d . . 

Let farquin have this guilty wealth . , . 

Bui. With gold 

May vice and every royal feculence 
Depart. — Go hence, Mamilius, and collect 
Their treasures with all possible dispatch: 

My sons shall be to thee m this thy task, 

Both guardians and assistants. Go ye with him. 

SCENE THE SEVENTH. 

Endus, People, Valerius , Serial 01 .s, Patricians 

Bru. Metlunks, dll citizens, ’tis now high time 
The forum to abandon, to repair 
Arm'd to the camp. L et us let us behold 
If Tarquin dare to chaWettge^vith Ids sword 
Another answer from us. 
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People. Brutus, see 

Thy chosen followers are all accoutred. 

Bru . Let us then go to victory <or death. 

ACT THE THIRD. 

SCEtfE THE EIRST. 

Tiberius 9 Mauritius . * ' 

Tib* Mamilius, come, I must obey my father : 
This moment hath he sent to me a message. 

Which peremptorily insists on this : 

Thou with the sitting sun must go from hence. 

Ma . Oh ! how can he presume to abrogate 
That which himself with universal Rome 
Granted to me this morning ? . . . 

Tib • He alone 

Forbids thy longer tarriance here : ere long 
The hoarded wealth, solicited and granted, 
Shalbfrom the gates pursue thee. — Let us go . . . 

Ufa. Say, iiryvhat manner am I authorized 
To greet unhappy Aruns in thy name i 

Tib. Tell him, . . . that he alone deserveth not 
Ttf^fre by birth a Tarquin ; and that I, 

Still mindful of our friendship, feel no small 
Compassion for his fate. — For him I can 
45o nothing . . . 

Ma. For thyself, thou caftst%o much. 

Tib . Whatroost thou mean i 
Ma. That if compassiog^et 
Find an admission in t{jy ¥oitthful breast, 

Tlidti fotgthyself and for thy friends should’st feel it, 
Tib^ What sayest tht>u ? r 
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ilia* That Aruns’ pity, (and soon,) 

More than thine him, may benefit thyself*. 
Dangers and. obstacles thou seest not, 

Intoxicate with freedom : but canfet thou 
Think that they ever can be permanent, 

These innovating, undigested plans, 

Jhese mere chimeras of a .govern men t ? 

Tib . I easily believe, since thou’rt a slave. 

That freedom seems impossible to thee: 

But the unanimous consent of Home . • . 

Ma. Th* authentic wishes of another Rome 
Have I since heard : thou dost excite my pity ; 
Tiiou who with thy infatuated father 
Dost rush towards the fatal precipice. — 

But Titus comes to join us. — Ah ! perchance, 
Thy brother may himself expose to thee, 

Better than me, the dubious state of things. 

SCENE THE SECOND. ^ 

Titus t Mamilius, Tiber^s. 

Tit . I ran in quest of thee ; fain would I speak 
Tib . I cannot hear thee now. ^ 

Ma. Immediately A 

He ought to drag me forth from Rome : th this 
His father’s absolute command compels him.—* 
How much I pity y<fk, oh youths ! . « 

Tib. Meanwhile 

Let us depart. — I presently return 
To listen to thee, Titu|^“* 

Tit . And this man, " r 
What would he say^ # 

Ma . Lf t us depart : perchance 
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I may, as we proceed, communicate 
That which thy brother now would tell thee. 

Tit. Stop. 

To learn from th^e . . . 

Ma . More than thou know*§t I’ll tell thee. 

It all depends oi>me: I can, I only, 

Deliver you from mighty perils ... 

Tib . Thou 
Artfully §peak’st • • • 

Tit . And what depends on thee? 

Ma . Tiberius^ and Titus, and your Brutus, 

And Collatinus^iand e’en Rome herself. 

Tib. Vain-glorious fool ! what sayest thou ? 

Tit. I know 
The guilty hope . . . 

Ma. Hope ! it is certainty. 

Already a confederacy is form’d 
In favour of the Tarquins, and complete : 

Nor«are the Aquilii the sole confederates, 

.thou dost tjhmk, oh Titus : with these arc 
,*,1V Octavii, tnc March, and others ; 

Hundreds and hundreds of patrician rank; 

A$d many more, consummately esteem’d 
Among, .the very people . . . 

Tib • What do 1 hear ? . . . 

* Tit . ’Tis true, too true in part : there is in Rome 
A spirit of sedition. Nurnberffteiet 
In solemn conference where th’ Aquilii dwell ; 

As friend and relative, I sought their dwelling, 
AmLfrom th’ assembly $|p|Jone excluded. 
A.ilfbng. suspicion thencl arose in me . . . 

§ Ma. a was in conference with th’ Aquilii, 
Whilfr'thoii wort thus excluded : finallv. 
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ho strong, so certain, and so well assured 
Is the confederacy, that I fear not 
To reveal it to you. 

Tib. Perfidious . . . 

Tit. There 

IlasL thou employ’d thy abject arte • . . 

• Ma . diear, hear, * 

Ye sons of Brutus, tint which I would say.^ 

Had it been my contrivance thus to form , 

So quickly such a formidable plot, 

I had not been on this account perfidious. 

For the most just and sanctimonious cause 
Of a legitimate king had 1 attempted 
To turn to equity aiui peilitence 
His sublets, to their several duties blind, 

Seduced from truth ; nor would this too have been 
Peifidious. But I neither ought, nor will, 

Take to myself the honour of a deed 
Which neither cost me labour or design. 

Scarce was the popular conventicle 
Dissolv ‘d, ere 1 clandestinely received 
An invitation to a secret council. 

Here with amazement was I overwhelm’d, 

Such and so many, and sucli ardent friend^ 

Of the expell’d, calumniated Tarqains 

To sec united : emulouslv all 

They promised me far more than I from then.. 

Had ventured to demand. They alHtgreed 

For Sextius alone to sti^ate 

The punishment he m0r&^d ^ And Sextius 

Is culpable ; and, e’en more ihan Itc^me c^n % ^ 

liis father is incen^fed ’gain*, him; and swears 

On him an entire vengeance. 1 made known 

V & 
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To them this resolution of the king : 

Then all with one voice cried, u We will lay down 
Our lives to reinstate him in the throne.” 

This of the noblesfc and best pavtof Rome, 

This was the cry. — Now ye, see ye not clearly. 
From this account, that artifice is not 
EmOosom’d in me ; I reveal the whole 
To save you, and to save at the same time, 

If lie con^pnt to it, your sire himself. 

Tib . Since thou already know’st so much, I deem 
That it tffere best, till Brutus’s return, 

To urge thy stay in ftome. I now perceive 
Why Brutus sent so expeditiously 
The order to expel thee ; but, alas ! 

It cape to i^e too late . . . 

Tit. Thou thinkest justly : 

Meanwhile do thou watch over him with care. 

The most secure as} lum in the which 
To place Mamiiius, appears to me 
The house of the Vitellii, our cousins. 

I to the camp shall fly, to expedite 
My sire’s return from thence. 

Ma. Since I esteem’d 

Your natures courteous, I have spoken frankly. 

Will it now please ye to betray me ? Do it ; 
Further if it please Brutus to ir^jyinge 
The sacred rights of hospitality, 

Let him, in mf case, do it ; but already 
So far have matters gone^ibat benefit, 

In eloquence of aught tfc&t & may suffer, 

Camiof accrue to Brutus or yourselves. 

Already far beyond wluft ye suspect 
la t be Confederacy advanced. E'en now 
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Your father and his colleagues, and the dregs 

Of the vile populace alone remain 

The nerve and sinew of rebellion’s cause. 

Go to thy father, Titus, if thou WBt : 

The more thou dost accelerate his return, 

So much the more dost thou accelerate 
His evil jlestiny. — Deposit pie ^ 

With the Vitellii quickly ; 1 shall be 
Far safer in their custody than thc%. 

Tib. What vile suspicion would’st thou tfius ? . . . 

Ma. I speak f 

Not from suspicion, but from d^tainty. 

E’en the Vitellii, the four faithful brothers 
Of Brutus’ consort, of you? mother, they, 

As much by amity to Brutus bound 
As by the ties of blood, e’en they desirg 
To reinstate Tarquinius on the throne. 

Tit . Oh heaven ! . . . 

Tib . This is a lie . . . 

Ma. This scroll, in which, 

Sign’d by themselves, the most illustrious names 
Of the confederates are at length inscribed, 

Will, without doubt, convince you. — Look at it : 
Beneath the Aquilii’s names, now, one by one, 
Head there, their four names written, * 

Tib . Dreadful sight I 

Tit . Oh heaven! %hat will become then of my 
father ? . . . ' 

Tib . Oh day of sorrow i Oh devoted Rome ! 

M<i . Nor fondly dream ye,ssinee this scroll IJbear, 
That the success of the confederacy ( ' 

On my departure hangs. Clandestinely 5 

Already is # a faithful messenger 
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Of mine from Rome departed ; and to Tarquin 

Already is the project fully known 

Th’ Etrurians to his standard flock in numbers; 

The powerful kinj* ofCutia takes his part; 
Tarquinia, Veia, lastly all Etriiria, 

All Rome, except the consuls and yourselves. 

This scroll is written witty no other purpose 
Than to obtain the clemency of Tarquin 
In favour of the Chines therein inscribed. 

Surrender mo, and with myself this scroll. 

Into yo0 father’s hands; and ye perchance 
May for awhile cau$$ Jjfeur relations’ blood 
To flow in rivers ; but, or soon or late, 

Your father ye condemn to certain death ; 

For. do ye what ye may, Tarquin will be, 

Erif long, Wfevitably king in Rome. 

Tit, Ah ! I too clearly did anticipate 
What now l hear. I said it to my father . . . 

Tib . Alas! we arc driven to a perilous straight! 
What should we do? Ah ! speak . . . 

Til. Peril immense 
Threatens our father . . , 

Tib, And still greater Rome . . • 

Ma. Wherefore this secret conference prolong ? 

I am prepared fbr all, whether ye chuse 

To drag nafe forth from Home, or, bound with chains, 

To keep me there a captive : but if lc^re. 

True love for Rofhe, your father, and yourselves. 
Dwell in your bosom, ye at once will save 
Yourselves, your father aftd your native Rome, 

AH #is is in your power. 
fit. How ? . . . , 

Tib. What hop’st thou ? 

tt 


10 
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Ma. Add but your names with your own hand to 
these, 

And all will then be safe. 

Tib , Oh heaven ! shall we 
Our father and our ebuntry thus betray ? . . . 

Ma. Your honour and your tutejary Gods, 

Your father 1 and your counjry yc betray’d, 

Then when ye dared ’gainst your legitimate king 
Rebelliously to rise. Yet had yoiifefate 
Granted a happy issue to your scheme, 

Ye had, at least, some recompense obtain’^} 

Tor this your treachery : but -slpce ye see 
That prospect vanish’d, (I again repeat it,) 

With further perseverance* you will drag, 

And vainly drag, to dire calamity 

Your country, and your father, and yofeelves. * 

Tit . But, tell me, what would be our gain, should 
we 

Annex our names to those already w ritten ? 

To what do these subscribers pledge themselves ? 
Ma. To things most just. First, from the king's 
own lips 

To hear his own defence ; to make yourselves, 

The king being present, judges of the late 
And horrible misdemeanour of his §on ; # 

To see him punish’d ; to regenerate % 

And reinstate, in splendour and in peace, 

Beneath the sway of less despotiedaws, 

Your agitated country . , . Doing this, 

Ah ! ye will hear yourselves^bcyond all others 
Hail’d as the true deliverers df the state ; v 
Provided that *twix> Brutiis $nd Xarquinius 
Ye be the instruments of lasting friendship ; 
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The only means now to place Rome in safety* 

Tit. Assuredly we might do this . . . 

Tib Reflect . • . 

Who knows ? . . . Perhaps other means . . • 

Tit . What other means 
Remain for us now ? The confederacy 
Too powerful is . . . • 

Tib . I’m younger than thyself ; 

In so important a concern I will not, 

Nor can 1, part myseli from thee: too much 
I’ve alw&ys loved thee ; but J feel at heart 
A horrible presage . . . 

Tit . Rut the night approaches, 

Yet neither Collatmus nol‘ my father 
DoJ behold with their arm’d men return 
To Rome : flis messenger already is 
To Tarquin gone , we are on all sides press’d ; 

At least it now behoves us for the present 
To appease the king . . . 

Ma. The hour i late; resolve: 

’ fis vain this whispering apart from me. 

Whether tor ray advantage ye decide 

T* exert yourselves, or (with more truth) for yours, 

The swiftest now will lie the best decision. 

Resolve ; behola the scroll. Rich with your names, 
Ye’il makiltne speedily depart from Rome, 

That peace to Rome may speedily return. 

Tit. Heaven I Ifctest ; it seeth my pure heart 5 
It knows that nothing but the good of others 
To this compels me . .,T 

Tib . Heaven ! what art thou doing ? . , . 

Tit* Behold my nanlo. ' 

Tib, — And be it, if thou wilt.-— 
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Behold my own name, oh Mamilius, sign’d, 

Ma. I go contented. 

Tit* Do thou then conduct hifti J 
While I . . . * ' 

i 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

m LiUori 9 Collaiinus xmth a" lumber of Soldiery Titus, 
Mamilius , Tiberias: ^ 

CoL What do I see ? Mamilius yet 
In Home l 

> Tib . Oh heaven ! . . . > 

Tit. Oh inauspicious meeting I 
CoL And ye, have ye thus kept the absolute 
And peremptory order of your father h 
But wherefore are ye agitated thus ? ^ 

Wherefore thus mute ? — Ah, heaven be praised 1 
perchance * 

I yet arrive in time. — Lictors, advance ; 

Be Titus and Tiberius instantly 
In fetters bound . . • 

Tit . Ah, hear us ! . . . 

CoL Rome, ere long. 

Shall hear you, and the consul Brutus. IJfag 
To their paternal dwelling the two Drothgrs; 

And watch them there. 

Tib. Ah Btus ! 

SCENE^THE FOURTH. 

CoUatinus , Mamiltls, Shtclicrs, 

*r * 

CoL {To the Solders , ) And do you 
Escort Mqmi)|us through the gates • • • 

VOL. Illi ^ ^ M 
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Ma. I came 
Under the purlin faith. 

Col . Inviolate, 

Under the public IhHJi, which thou deservest not. 
Thou shalt depart from Thou hearest, Quin- 

tus. w 


SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Collatings * 

Merciful heaven ! whep shall it have an end. 
This quick succession of calamities ? . . . 

But Pm compell’d meanwhile, till Brutus come, 
To watch o’er all things with an iron heart. 

* ACT THE FOURTH. 

Scene the first. 
factors, Brutus , Soldiers . 

Bru, Heroic Romans ! we have combated 
, Enough to-day for Rome. Let every man. 

For the remaining hours of the half-spent night, 
To lm own family repair in peace. 

Should the foetince more have the hardihood 
To turn tfteir faces to the gates of Qome, 

We to disperse them will again unite.% 

W 

SCENE THE JfecOND. 

CollatiMs, Brutug, factors , Soldiers . 

Col* Oh Brutus, opportunely thou returnest. 
Already, anxious at tny non-appcaraqce, , 

I quitted Rome to accelerate our meeting. 
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Bru. I return late, but full of hope and joy. 

I found it difficult within the walk 
My heroes Jto collect ; they closely press’d 
A royal company in fierce attack', 

Which, at first sight, made some display of Valour* 
In Tarquin’s track from AAjea ttyey came ; 

Nor did they know that Ijp had been driven back : 
Perhaps in his flight, by chance or by design, 
lie varied from lus former course. This troop 
We opportunely met; they Were already* 

Broken and scatter’d all, in numbers slam. 

And the rest routed, ere the sun declined. 

I scarcely afterwards restrained my men 
further, when night fell,* from pursuing them. 

Col. I also in my sally from the walls 
Met with no mean success. 1 first, than knowest, 
Through th’ other gate descended to the plain : 
Troop after troop, it was my fate to meet 
Our home-returning and disbanded army, 

Almost to the last man ; they had in Ardea 
Seceded from the standard of the tyrant. 

Oh ! what exulting and unbounded cries 4 
Of purest transport did the citizens 
Ana soldiers raise to heaven, when thus they met ! • • 
By me conducted, in the walls of Borne # 

Are they assembled now ; and there they watch 
With emulous Vigilance in her defence. 

Bru . Treacherous Mamilius cg|fcainly was banish’d 
As I my sons commanded ? Let us ail 
Then go to brief repose ; w$ have^nethinks, 

Well purchased the indulgence, fn the forum 
To-morrow’s dawn thifii see 41s ; fM* we ought 
There, with the people, to confer at length 
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On tilings of loftiest consequence. 

CoL — Oh Brutus f . . . 

Yet stay a little while* — Command thy troops, 

Yet keeping under arms, to draw aside : 

1 ought to^pcak with thee in private here* 

B) u . Ah, whevcfore ? . . . 

Col* The interests of I}ome require it ; 

1 p ra .y % ce ^ rai i t me tfe 8 ♦V* 

Brii. In double troop. 

At the entrance of the forum, wait for me. 

Oh soldiers, — Lictors, draw aside a little. 

CoL — Ah Brutus 1 . . . Thou wilt vainly, vainly 
seek, 

Amid thy Lares, in this horrible night. 

Even a transient re&t. 

Bru. Whdt would'st thou tell me ? . . . 

Whence art thou troubled, anxious, trembling thus ? 

CoL Yes, I indeed tiemble for Brutus, Home, 
And all of up . — This morning thou, oh Brutus, 
Didst, with compassionate hand, to my profound 
And recent wound a <c flattering unction** lay 
Of vengeance and of hope : and I, alas ! 

Am forced to give thee, as a recompence. 

To give thee in thy heart a wound more fatal. 

Why hav' I lived till now? . . , Oh desolate. 
Distracted father ! Thou art now compell’d. 

From a disconsolate and widow'd husband 
Tidings to hear, Which in thy heart will fist 
A mortal wound ! . . . Yet neither can I hide them, 
jNor yet to thee^delay their utterance. 

Bru* Alas ! f . shii&dqj* at thy words • . . But yet 
Worse than tllelwii is*jts expectation. 

Speak. I that hitherto in servitude 

8 
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Have dragg’d a painful life, have long been used 
To tremble always for mf dearest treasures. 

[ Private c alamities, whate’er they be, 

So that the liberties of Rome be s^fe, 

I can endure to hear ; speak* 

Col. On thyself, 

(But too emphatically,) on thyself* 

'£he liberties of Rome are^tow dependent ; 

But at a price so vast thdfc 1* almost . . . 

Oh d ieadful day ! . . • I was the first that gave 
( )ccasion for the lofty enterprizc, 

By a hard sacrifice ; but to conclude it . . . 

Oh heaven ! . . . ’tis indispensable that Brutus 
Preparp to manifest to assembled Rome 
A cruel, fierce, unparaliel’d example 

Of desperate fortitude Amid thy Lares, 

( Would’st thou believe it ?) thou liv’st not in safety. 
A powerful, numcrou^, fierce conspiracy 
In Rome now rages. 

Bru. I suspected it, 

In hearing of the strenuous cabals 
Of insincere Mamilius; and in haste 
I expedited to Tiberius hence 
An express order, ere the hour of three, 
r P expel him from the city. 

Col. When the sun 

Was sinking in$he barriers of the west, 

I found Jifannlius still iiad linger^ here 
Withhotn tby sons. — It grieves me to repeat it ; 
But it is too true ; thoS wert ill obey’d. 

Bnu Oh what a conflict d$$t thoti raise in me 
Of fear and indignation I . K 
Col. Wretched BrutUs! . , .* 
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What wilt thou feel when the conspiracy 
To thee I publish ? . . . and when thou shaft hear 
The names of the conspirators ? . . . Then, first, 
Among a number of thy nearest friends 
And relatives, first the Vitellii are 
A part and instigators of the plot . . . 

Bru. Alas l the brothers of my wife ! 

Col . Who knows * 

If also she be not seduced by them ? 

And, . • . then . . . thy sons . - . themselves ! . . * 

Bru . What do I hear ? . . . 

Oh heaven ! my blood freezes in every vein ! • . . 
My sons conspirators ! ... It cannot be ! . . * 

Col . Oh Brutus . . . that it were not so ! — And I, 
At first, would not believe it : afterwards 
My eyes cotnfteli’d me to implicit faith. — 

This is a paper fatal to our peace '• 

Head it. 

Bru. . . . My tremulous heart is chill’d with fear. 
What do I here behold ? . . . Name after name. 
With their own hand inscribed ; the Aquihi first, 
Then the Vitellii, and the Martii ; 

And others after others ; . . . and, at last, . • . 

Titus, Tiberius ! . . . Ah 1 this is enough . . . 

No more ; . * I’ve seen too much. — Unhappy Brutus 
Thou art no more a father . . . — Rut, thou’rt yet 
Consul, no less than citizen of Rome.-** 

Titus, ho, Titus, and Tiberius, quick, 

Let them be brought before mq. 

Col. Ah! oh Brutus, 

It had been better hadst^ou suffer’d me 
To die alone ...» T 

Bru . How fell into th^ hands 
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This terrible paper ? 

Col. I myself beheld it, 

Though swiftly he conceal’d it, in the hands 
Of the infamous Mamilius I beheld it ; 

Thence I, in his expulsion from the city, 

Constrained him to surrender it. Meanwhile, 

In thy own dwelling, to a faithful £uard, , 

•Thy sops had I committee^; in an instant 
’Gainst every accident 1 had provided. 

And now, I hope, that all theS& machinations 
Will be completely baffled. Luckily 
I was informed of them in time; and Jove, 

In his compassion, certainly ordain’d 
That such a horrible mystery to me, 

Me, not a father, should he divulged, 

I tell this to thee trembling aiicl with t$a hb. 

But yet ’tis fit that 1 reveal it to thee 
Ere to thy dwelling thou ... 

Bru. No other dwelling * 

Except the forum and the tomb, remains 
For wretched Brutus. — ’Tis my duty now 
To give, ere death to Brutus, life to Rome. 

Col. My heart thou rendcst. Thy excessive grief 
Makes me almost insensible to mine . . . 

But, who can tell ? . . . Perchance thy sons, e’gn yet, 
May exculpate themselves . . . Hear therif thyself. . . 
I have not ye^of fhis conspiracy • 

Spoken to any one except thyself; 

1 will adopt the most effectual measures 
That no man, duringthis approaching night, 

Shall even quit his dwelling ; all the people 
I have by day-break to thp forum- 

Bru. And all th£ beonlaflJav to-morrow’s dawn. 
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The real truth, whate’er that truth may be, 

Shall from my lips receive. 

Col - I hear, methinks, 

The steps of the unhappy youths ... 

bru. Mysonsl.v. i > 

Such I this morning deem’d them ; foe&'ta tne 
They’re now become, and traitors to their country, . 

. *» , i 

SCENE THE THI11D. 

Titus , Tiberius , among Lictors 9 Brutus , Collatmus . 

Bru . Let every man retire : do ye alone 
Advance. 

Tit . Ah father ! . . . 

Bru . I of Rome am consul. — 

I ask of you if ye are citizens 
Of Rome. 

Tib . We are ; and sons of Brutus yet . . . 

Tit. And we will prove it, if fch&*consul deign 
To hear us. ,, 

Col . At thefts gestures, at their words, 

1 feel my heart transpierced. 

Bru. — This is a scroll, 

Which the perfidious Mamilius bore 
To the proscribed Tarquinii. In that paper, 

With m&ny \5ther jaames, are /ours inscribed. 

Y r e to your country then are traitore ; now 
No more the sons of Brunts, but the sons 
Of infamous expatriated tyrants. 

Tit. ’Tis true, (too true,) that I first added there 
’Neatl/itnany other noble names, my name. 

And his my brother afteVfrai’d^inscribed, 

By my example urged, lie is not? guilty ; 



ai;i 'iMts FO0iiyH« 


273 


Be it what, e’er it may, the penalty 
To me alone is due. He evermore . ' 

Dissuaded me ... 

Tib. Yet # J, perplex’d, confourjded, 

Knew not wfoat other council to propose : 

And it seem’d indispensable to us 
To save, at all events, our sire betray’d. 
iMftanilius had sp artfully perplex’d , 

Falsehood and truth, that we, caught by his arts, 
Deeming our father by all men abandon’d. 

Were inadvertently ourselves constrain’d 
Thus to betray him, by our too great love. 

Ah ! if we’re criminal, alike have we 
Incurred the punishment annex’d to guilts 
But the sole punishment we apprehend, 

The sole insufferable punishment, 

( Paternal hatred,) we call heaven to witness. 

And swear that neither of us merit this* 

Bru. Oh infanrrji&l and have ye promised then 
To reinstate, with these confederate traitors. 

The banish’d tyrant l 
27/. By my signature 

I hoped t’ appease that tyrant towards my father . . , 
Bru. To Brutus ! Tarquin appeased towards 
Brutus l — ^ 

And even were it^hus, perfidious j^iuth ! 

JSkould’st thou betray thy pounlry e’en for me ? 

Did ye not both erewhile, both swear with me, 
Bather to die than ever to submit. 

Let him be who' he may, to any king ? 

Tit. This I deny npt, no « ... 

Bru . Then ye arg both 
Perjured and traitors ! . . . In* this paper ye 
mV 
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Have sign’d at once your own death . . . and your 
fhtl&ir’s 1 

Tib . Thou deepest, father ! . If paternal tears, 
Moistening the sterp eyes of" the rigid judge, 

Attest at least that altogether we 
Are not unworthy o ( thy tenderness, 

We die exulting fift the sake at' Rome. 

Tit. But, though mistaken, Titus neither was 
Or vile or criminal ... 

Bru * Ol» sons ! oh sons! . . . 

— Why do I call ye spns ? Ye are my first, 

Ye are my sole dishonour. At' the expense 
Both of his glory 1 and his liberty. 

Ye, ye would purchase for your wretched father 
A despicable life ! Ye would reduce? me 
Tcr pinc with you in double slavery. 

Then when *twas in your power to go with 
Free and unshackled, to a gen^rohs death ! 

And to achieve an enterprize so base. 

Ye became Motors to your nascent country ! 

To honour depf, and perjured to the" ffods 1-— 

And let mO grant that I had be^n to-day 
Dcscrtechltnd betray^daby every Roman f-' 

That, following you? example, I had stoop’d v, ( 

The pitypt^he tyrant to implore ; 

Ah foolsl yet mole, far more thau* guilty fools ! 
Could you e’er think tha^ the ferocious heart 
Of an expell’d, exasperated tyrant, 

Could aught imbibe except a raging thirst 
For bloodshed and revenge ? To certain death, 

To an opprobrious anddingeripg death, 

Did ye,$£o sav&fiim, now reserve^your father ! 

Tit. Fear, I confess, fn reading in that scroll 
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So many, and so many potent names, 

Mv breast invaded, and made me esteem 
The lofty enterpriz^ impossible. 

Already, as fchou knowest, (although my heart 
Wish’d its success,) 1,4 bought it^ difficult,, 

And in itself both perilous and uOhbtful : 

Hence, when I saw the aspect of c*vents 
Jn sucl^a short space MDSo’utely change; 

Saw to the king the citizens return, 

And those the most illustrious, in a crowd:, , 

1 fear’d for Rome* where much blood, and in vain, 
And first of all thy blopd, was doom’d to run. 

A hope sprung in my heart, that, if our names 
Were added to the names already written; 

Thus, by our mesfhs, our father might at least 
Be rescued from the vengeance of the king : A 

And this to us Mamilius craftily 
Promised in many words. 

Bra. What hast thou done ? 

What hast thou done ? Oh heaven ! Ah,> at that time 
Thou wert a Citf&en Of Rome no longer $ 

Since thou for me betrayedst Rome . . V '’Nor then 
Wert thou afbn of Brutus, since his honour 
Thmi voidest at the price of servitude. 

Tib . Ah father, do not wreak on him alpne 
Thy just disdain ; ^equally deserve ifc. 

I also fear’d for thee, i must confess it ; 

We loved our father better than our country: 

Yes, father, this alone was our offence. 

Col. Ah wretched youths ! . . Ah wretched father ! 
Bnu Yes, 

Ye were indeed more than the sons of^ftome^ 

The sons of Brutus! * Brought up as ye were 
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In abject slavery, I indeed constrain’d 
From the complexion of the times to cheat you ; 
With lofty tSM invigorating thoughts 
I could not foster you as it behoved 
A citizen and pareAt - . . Oh my sons, 

I for your error seek no other cause. 

Myself, mysejjf alone I blame for this, 

My silent and my pristine Servitude ; 

And, though assumed, my very fear itself. 

Which faiight you also to be apprehensive. 

Ah ! pity in my bosom is not mute ; . . . 

But, in a more authoritative voice, 

Tremendous justice to mv conscience cries ; 

And Roma now rightfully lays claim to it.— 

My sons, beloved sons, I am, alas ! 1 

More wretched far than you . . Ah why, oh heaven ! 

Since in your free arbitrement it lay 

Rome to betray, or doom your sire to death, 

Wherefore did ye forget that tjO avert 

From Brutus infamy (his onty death) 

A sword was all sufficient ? And tie had one ; 

This his sons knew ; and how, when they knew this, 
Could they one moment tremble for their father ? 

Col . An ! fdr awhile, oh Brutus, somewhat calm 
'Thy grief and indignation ; yet who knows . , . 

To save them perhaps . . . 

Tit. Ah ! ye would wish in vain 
To save me now: I could no longer live ! 
lVc lost my sire’s esteem, perhaps his love . . . 

No, ’tis not possible for me to live. 

But let my sad example exculpate 
My innocent, younger* brother , save him, father . . . 
'Tib. Immense, oh/aiher, is otir guilt. But we 
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Alike are guilty; and thou wert not just, 

If thou on us an equal punishment 
Inflicted not. Pe^hance expressly now 
The tutelaoy genius of Rome 
Decrees to liberty a lasting basis 1 
In our severe example. 

Bru . On my sons ! . . . ,v • 

, Ah ! let this now suffice. *Your excellent^ 

Sublime, immortalizing penitence 

Tears as by piecemeal my distracted heai;t . 

Alas! e’en yeti am, e’en yet a father 
More than a consul . . . Through my every vein 
I ffeel a horrid dullness ejeep ... Ah all, 

Yes, all my blood will, lo?my country's sake, 

Ere long be shed . To* re establish Rome 
The last blood indispensable is mine ; * 

Provided that I enfranchise my country, 

I swear, oh sons, that 1 will not one day 
Survive your loss.-*-Lct me fbr the last time, 
lidoved children, clasp you to my breast ; . . . 

Yet I can do it . . .1*1 ears, alas ! forbid * 

My further utterance . . . Much-loved sons, farewell. 
Consul of Rome, to thee do I restor^ 

The fatal tablef. An imperious duty « 

Wills, that to-morrow, without subterfuge, 

It be presented to assembled Rome. 

Meanwhile the ghilty to thy custody 
Are all committed. I will also come, 

At early dawn, to meet thee in the. forum. 

I cannot longer now endure the presence 
Of shell an agonizing spectacle. 
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SCENE T1IE FOURTH, 

Collatinus , 77to, Tiberius , Licfois « * 

Co/. Fatal necessity ! 

7 2 /. Unhappy father ! 

7 A. Provided Home be saved . • . 

Co/. All follow n*e, 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST.* 

People , Valerius ^ Senators , Pitricians , o/? seated • 
Collalintis and Bnzttfs in the Rost yum * 

Co/. Romans, to you the sun ofyesterday 
Triumphantly and joyfully arose ; 

When, at this hour exactly, fiom yourselves 
The earliest cries of liberty resounded 
Through the wide air ; I, in my grief absorb’d. 
Meanwhile stood rpute. Rut on this horrible day 
A part quite different, alas! on me 
Devolves by lot, since* with the noble Brutus, 

Ye have beeri pleased t* elect me for jour consul.— 
All swore, (l ho£e ye recollect it well,) 

All of ye, in the forum, yesterday, 

Swore to the^gcklty that, sooner than return 
To the vile yoke of monardis, ye would die* 

And not alone the execrable Tarquins, 

But every man that dared to friake himself 
Superior to the laws, by this your oath 
Expressly was proscribed — Would ye believe it ? 

I, in your p^seijjjp, I am now constrain’d, 

’Mong the tnost pgwcrfrl <noble citizens, 
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I 

To impeach many, infamous and perjured, 

Who haye, ’gainst Rome and ’gainst themselves, 

( too mugh so ! ) 

Been plotting for the Tarquins. 

People • For the Tarquins ! 

Who are they ? Who are the flagitious traitors, 
Unworthy to be Romany ? Quiel&y, name them ; 
•We wiU, they ail be slam r, . ** 

Col . Ah ! . . , who can tell . . • 

Perhaps . . . when ye hear the names ? . , . When I at- 
tempt 

To utter them, I tremble . . . And far more 
Shall I iipplore from you ypuv clemency 
Than your stern justice. Almost all of these 
Are youths : they have not, from their unripe ago, 
Yet felt the ills, so countless and so bitter, 

Of civil servitude : the greater part, 

Enervated by indolence, brought up 
In a corrupted court’s pestiferous shade, 

Have only tasted tyranny’s sweet bait, 

Yet unacquainted with the lurking poison* 

People. Whoe’er they be indeed, they’re traitors, 
perjured; 

Compassion they deserve not ; let them perish : 

Ihc corrupt, putrid, vitiating members 

Of a new city, liberty decrees 

That they be first lopp’d off. — Pronounce their names. 

Va* And we, although too thoroughly convinced 
That this disgrace (their permanent dishonour) 

To the patrician tribe belongs, yet now 
We with the people emulously seek 
To know the culprits* names — Oh iftj})le people ! 
For higfy achievements born*! Oh Jiappy ye ! 
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Ye only did sustain the tyrant’s yoke; 

But to the coveted impediment 
Of letters well despived, in us were join’d, 

Debased patricians ! their disgrace and sname. 

Wc, nearer to the tyrant, more enslaved, 

And less regretting slavery than you ; 

We thence assuredly more worthy slavery : 

I feel thTT^/icsage ; yes, We, we have been 
The first in perjury, — Oh Collatinus, 

I ask it of.thee, whosoe’er they 
Divulge the criminals. What terrible, 

What inextinguishable thirst of honour 
Pervadi s her citizens, Romo should to-day 
Acknowledgcufrom a memorable proof. 

Vtoplc - On worthy ye of better fate ! . . May heaven 
Grant, that the lew to servitude seduced. 

Either plebeian or patrician names 

No longer bear ! The trait’rous and the perjured 

Cease to be Romans. 

Col . Many are the guilty; 

But different their degrees of guilt There arc 
Among th^tw those Who servitude abhor, 

And who have elevated courteous li^arts ; 

But in a thousand wa^s assail’d, entrapp’d, 

By base M ^radius , . . 

People \\ Here is the impostor ? 

Oh rage ! where is he ? . . . 

Col. Ere the night was closed, 

From Borne I banish’d him ; the sacred rights 
Ofho pilahiy required liis safety, 

Thou b he were culpable. Religiously 
The citizens ofillome each right observe ; 
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Faith is the basis of our sacred freedom. 

People . In truth thou has* done well from our first 
rage 

To wrest him : justice thus is not by us 
Attainted. We shall have, in fair Array, 

The gods themselves and virtue with us listed : 

But round the banners of the heavfcstruck tyrants 
Treason^ dissimulation, abjtct fear, 

The appalling ministers of heavenly'Vengcance, 
Eternally shall lour . , . ' . 

Va. But shall we give them, 

That so they may avail themselves of it 
To injure Rome, their vitiatjng wealth ? 

Far more than steel, gold in' the tyrant’if hands 
We’ve reason now to deprecate. 

People . *Tis true ; * 

We will not to their baseness lend such arms : 

But hence shall we another’s make our own? 

What boots to us, who in our hands have swards, 
And at our breasts a mail of liberty,’ 

What boots to us the ministry of g^jd ? 

Va. Let it be burn’d ; let all the tyrant's wealth 
Be burn’d, or to the Tybcr’s whelming waves 
Committed. 

People . And with these eternally 
May their remembrance perish . . . 

Va. Likewise perish 
All recollection of our servitude. 

Cat* Magna«imous, and worthy ofcy ourselves, 

Is the decision ; your decree ill this 1 
Shall quickly be fulfill'd. 

People. Yes; but meanwhile y 
The names of the fcohspirator* divulge. 
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And the conspiracy. 

Col . ... Oh heaven ! 4VI tremble 
In undertaking such a crqel office . . . 

People . And Brutus stands immoveable and silent. 
He seems to have 'his ejrtfcs sulliised with tears, 
Though sheddigg htme, and fierce his downcast looks 
He fixes on th&Mtth.-^Oh Collations, 

Do thfftrrhen quickly speak. 

Col . . . . Oh heaven ! . . . 

Va . But what* 

Then ails thee i The deliverer of Rome, 

The husband of Lucretia, and our consul,, 

Art thou not, Collatinus? Canst thou be 
The traitors* friend l And canst thou feel corripassion 
Towards thdse who for their country felt it not l 
Col . -^„>Vhen you shall hear me speak, those very 
.+'/ v par#M 

Which tear my heart and parable my tongue 
Will speedily assail you : weeping, mute, , 4 
Alarmed, wittfplfeand amazement stricken, 

Already I behold^ou — To the king i} 
Mamiliusiwent the bearer of this scrolls 
I caused it to be taken from bis hands, 

Ere he from Rom6 departed ; and the traitor 
Confess’d, ^ffrigh ted, that th£ citizens 
Herein inSttfced had swornf the following night 
To open to the king the gates of Rome. 

People , Oh treason ! Let the guilty perish . . . 

' ' Va . Death .. f ^ 

Were a light punishment for such a crime. 

CoL The fatal paper; let Valerius read 
To vou assembled. See iU take it : ... I 
Cannot p¥onoupce the|^ ^nes/ * 
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Va. Wliat do I sec ? . . . 

Oh execrable list » . . . With his own hand 

Each one his name has written l . . Homans, hear.-— 

Aquilius the tire, and his sons, 

Head the conspiracy ; they fipst are written. 

Oh heaven ! « , . 

CoL To each of them, the paper'shewn, 

They aP confessed it. They arc now in cffuinlT; 

And ye will sec them draggW, ere long, before you, 
Va. . . . Alas ! . . . There follow . * . # 

People . Who does follow ? .speak. 

la. ... Alas ! ... It is incredible. I read . . * 

Four names . . . 

People. Whose names ? Proceed . . . 

Va. They were the brothers 
Of Brutus* consort . . . 

People. The Vitellii ? 

CoL Ah!... 

Soon will ye hear far other names t^fyan these* 

— And in your presence, one by one* ere long . . . 

Va . What boots it then, that one by one 1 name 
them ? 

Marciij Octavii, Fabii, I read, 

And many, many more, a’as ! — The last 
Make e’en my hair to s^rnd on end witn Jjnrror . . . 
Yes . . . from my hands ... at such a sight as this ... 4 
The paper falls . . . 

People . Who can they be l 
Va . Oh heaven ! . . . 

Ye . . . never will believe . . . 

(universal sii*ence.) 

Bru. —The naqie| last written, 

Are Titus and Tiberius. h * 
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People . Thy sons ! . . . 

Unhappy father 1 Inauspicious day ! . . • 

Bru- Oh day, to you auspicious ! Brutus knows 
No other sous but Human citizens; ! 

And these are such 4 no longer, \esterday 
I swore for Home’s sake to shed all my blood; 

This oath I'm realty, and at every risk, 

To-daywr* ./i^ummaV . . v 
People. Ah wretched lather ! 

* (U^lMRSAL SILENCE.) 

Bn/, — But what, with horror stupified, and dumb, 
Do I see universal Home l For Brutus 
Does every individual tremble here ?— 

But say, whom does the fiercest peril menace, 
Brutus or Home ? Each mtin that hears my voice 
Wills beyond all things, or he ought to will, 

To make his country free, secure, and great ; 
Whate’er the consequence lie ought to will it. 
Chains arc in store for us, and cruel slaughter; 

For Home her consul trembles ; hence her people 
Cannot now tremble for a single father. 

The solt affections, and the gush of tears, 

(That in the forum from a Homan eye 

Can never start, save when they’re shed for Rome,) 

The soft affections and the gush of tears, 

In the profound recesses of* our hearts 
Are now suppress’d. — 1 fiifst should shew to you 
(Thus destiny ordains) what permanent 
And lofty base *tis indispensable 
For us to give to an eternal city. — 

Factors, advance; and jet the criminals 
Be quickly dragg’d in ohjuns into the forum. — 
Now thou’rt the only, tjbe true king of Home, 
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People of Mars. Thy majesty bv these 
Hath been offended ; signal punishment 
Is now theiivdue; and the avenging thee 
Devolves upon the consuls ... * 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

A U P"' 

^Brutus and Colfatinu <; in the BoUtum . Valeria s. 
People , Senators, Patricians. 'Hie Conspirators 
all in Chains among the Licfors ; the las I oj these 
Titus and Tiberius . 

People . Ah! how many, 

How many may the traitors be : . . . Oh heaven! 
Behold the sons of Brutus! . . • 

Col Ah 1 I cannot 
Longer restrain my tears . . . 

Bru . — A great day, 

A noble day is this, and evermore 
Will be a memorable one for Rome. — 

Oh yc, perfidiously base, who dared 
Your scarcc-awaken’d country to betray, 

Behold ye all before assembled Ropie. 

Let each of you, if it be possible, 

Defend himself before her. — All are silent.— 

Rome and the consuls ask of you yourselves. 
Whether to you, convicted criminals, 

The punishment of death be due? — 

(universal silence.) 

Bru . — To death 


- - — - - ----- TT)"* - — 

• * 

1 Brutus is silent In seeing the He tors return with the con* 
spirators* m 
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Then all of you are equitably sentenced. 

The people's majesty, with one consent, 

Pronounces th* irreversible decree. • 

Why should we longer tarry ? — Oh ! my colleague 
Weeps, and is silent. . ; * Silent is the senate . . . 
Silent the citizens. 

Fmple* Oh fatal mordent ! . . . , 

Yet just and necessary is their death. 

Tit . ^)ne innocent alone, amongst us all. 

Now; dies ; and this is he. 

Oh pity ! See, 

Pie "cpT his brother speaks. 

Tib. Believe him not ; 

Or we are both equally innocent, 

Or equally transgressors. In the paper 
My name is written next to his. 

Bru. No one 

Whose name is written in that fatal scroll 
Can be call’d innocent. Some may, perchance, 
Have been less culpable in their intent, 

But only to the gods the intent is known ; 

And it would be ah arbitrary judgment, 

And thence unjust, the guilty to absolve, 

As to condemn them from the inference 
Drawn frifln profess’d intention. It would be 
A spurious judgment, &*ieh as kings assume ; 

Not sufcli as by a just amfr simple people 
Is held in reverence : people who alone 
To the tremendous sabred laws submit; 

And who, save of th^ letter of those laws, 

In their decrees, of avail themselves* 

Col, . . . Romans, true , 4 that these unhappy 
youths 
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Were with the rest of the conspirators 
Involved ; but that they were solicited, 

Confounded* tamper'd with, and finally. 

By the iniquitous Mamilius • 

In an inextricable Anare entrapp'd, 

Is also as indubitably true, * 

©He ma^e thorn think that fjl was in the •powti' 

Of the expell'd Tarquinii : thence their names 
(Would you believe it also thev subscribed 
Only to save their sire from death . . . 

People . Oh heaven ! . . * 

And is this true indeed ? We should then saye 
These two aloqe * • . 

Bru . Alas ! what do I hear ? . . . 

Is this the people's voice ? Just, free, and strong, 
Ye now would make yourselves, and how?, would ye 
Lay, as the base of such an edifice, 

A partial application of your laws ? 

That I, a father, might not weep, would ye 
Now make so many other citizens, 

Sons, brothers, fathers, weep l To the keen axe, 
Which they have merited, shalfnow so many, 

So many others yield their passive necks, 

And shall two culprits only be exempt % * 

From this, because they seem not what ?hey are ? 
They were the consul’s soi^s, although in deeds 
They were not so: Wm{f the conspirators * 

With their own hand were they enroll’d : or all 
Or none of them should die. Absolve them all/ 
And at once ruin Uome ; save two alone, 

And if it seem so, it would he qnjust. 

Now, less a just thafi a compassionate* judge, 

Hath Collatinus these two youths defended, 
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Asserting, that they wish’d to save their father ; 
Perhaps this was true ; but perhaps the others wish’d, 
Their fathers some, their brothers some, and some 
Their sons to save ; and not on this account 
Are they less guilty, since they rather chose 
To sacrifice theit country than their friends. 

The' father in his heart (pay weep for this; 

But in the first place should the genuine consul 
Secure the safety of his native country . . . 

And afterwards, by mighty grief o’erwhelm’d. 

Fall cm the bodies of his lifeless sons — 

Ye will behold, ere many hours arc past. 

To what excess of danger, by thes$ men, 

Ye have bee$ brought : to fortify our hearts , v 
In strength imparted by the strength of others. 

In individual strength to make us strong, 

Inflexible as champions of freedom, 

Cruel, though just, ’tis indispensable 
That we abide this memorable test. — 

Depart, oh lictors ; be the culprits all 
Bound to the colui^ins ; let the hatchet fall 
Upon them. — I have not a heart of steel . . * 

1 Ah* Collatinus, this is the time for thee 
To : perform for me the rest.* , 

P#opii‘\)h cruel sight 1 . * . The wretched fathet 

Not loot atthem , . . Anfryet, their death is just. 


1 Brutus sinks on his s<gp,t^ and turns his eyes from the spec- 
tacle. e 

* Collatinus sees the conspirators* disposed in order, and 
toc0&d to the columns. 
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Bru. — The punishment approaches.— The delin- 
quents 

Have heard the sentence of the consuls , . . Now 
Think on the pangs of the distrafcted father . . . 

The cleaving hafdiet o’er each n£ek impends ... 

Oh heaven ! my very heart is rertt in twain l ... . 

I with^my mantle am comitrain’d to hide 
Th* insufferable sight ! . . . This may, at least, 

He granted to the father ... • 

Hut ye, fix ye on them your eyes : now Rome 
Free and eternal rises from that blood. 

Col . Oh superhuman strength I . . . 

Fa. Of Rome is Brutus 
The father and the god . 

People . Yes, Brutus is 
The father and the god of Rome . . . 

Brm I am 

The most unhappy man that ever lived. 


* The curtain falls, 

while the lictors stand ready to strike 

the conspirators. 
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SONNET. 


TO 

THE NOBEE LADY 

THE COUNTESS LOUISA STOLBEIIG 

OF ALBANY. 


Sometimes regretting that thy gentle name 
Is yet suppress'd by me, in front of these 
To thee too-oft repeated tragedies, * 

Whence I of folly p’rhaps shall reap the blame; 
Now would I grace wifif, thee^ie one whose frame 
Thedeast displeases thee ; tliough all my ease. 
Though all the pleasure which gavepower to please. 
From thee, sole source of inspiration, 

The at once innocent and horrid love ^ 

Of the unhappy maidfroni Cinyras sprung. 
Always caused tears from thy brigfo ej^s to flow; 
These tears imperiously my bgsoin move 

To consecrate to thee, (vrho heard*st it sung|* 
With sympathetic feeling) Myrrha's wo«* 
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ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Cecrisy Euryclea. 

C f £ . Come, faithful Eu ryclqa : now the dawn 
Scarce glimmers ; ancRo mO^So soon as this # 
My royal conso^ is not wont to come. 

Now tnoueanst tell me all that thou dost know 
Of our aflfeted daughter : even now 
Thy trotibledlfcountenance and half-stifled sighs 
Announct $o ipe . • . % ™ 

Eu. Oh queen ! . . . Unhappy Myrrha 
Drags on a life far woltee than any death. 

1 dare not to the monarcjj represent 
Her horrible state : th% Rubles of a maid 
111 could 9& father understand ; thou c||*st* 

1 
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A mother. Hence to thee I come ; and pray 
That thou wilt hear me. 

CV. It true, that I 

For a long time have seen the lastre languish 
Of her rare beauty : obstinate and mute, 

A mortal melancholy dims indie? 

That fascinating look : aryl, could she •.veep . 

But Before me she’s silent ; evermore 
Iler eyes are, with tears never shecj, suffused. 

In vain do I embrace her; and in ^n ^ 

Bequest, entr^t her, to divulge her gnfef ; 

Her grief she contradicts; while day by day 
1 see her by that grief consumed. 

Eii, A ^daughter • * 

To you she is by blood, to me by love ; 

Thou that I brought her up know’st well : and I 

Exist in her alone ; and almost half 

Of the fourth lustre is already spent * 

Since every day I’ve clasp’d her to my breast f 
In my fond arms . . . And now, can it be true. 

That towards me, to wh<pm shc^was accustom’d 
From qprliest childhoocrio speak all her thought*, 
E’en towards me she now appears r^perved ? 

And if I speak to her of her distress, V 
To me too she denies it, and insists, ° * 

And seems djgpleased with me . . . Butfyet*|he oft. 
Spite of herself, bursts intdHears before nte. 

Ce . Such vehement sadness, in so young a heart,, 
At firpjt I deem’d to be the consequence 
Of the 1 irresolution which she felt 
In the oft-urged selection df consort. 

Theimost illustrious, powerful potentates 
Of Greece ana %6ia, all i%riva!ny 
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From the wide-spreading rumour of her beauty* 
To Cyprus flock’d : and, as respected us. 

She was the perfect mistress of her choice* 

These various impulses, unknown, discordant. 
Might in a youthful bosom well exctfefc 
No slight disturbance. She his valour praised 
In one ; his courteous manners in another ; 

This was endow’d with ampler territories ; 

In that were majesty and comeliness 
Blended consurapiately ; and he who caught 
Her eyes thf^nrrost, she fear’d the least perchance 
Might gratify her father. Thoroughly 
I, as a mother and a woman, know 
What conflicts, in the young unpractised heart 
Of a timid virgin, might be well excited 
By such incertitude. But when by Pereus, 

Heir of Epirus, every doubt seem’d banish’d; 

To who(p for pov^er, nobility, and youth. 

Valour, and homeliness, and sense, no one 
Could be compared ; then, when the lofty choice 
Of Myrrha gain'd the sanction of her parents ; 
When she, on this adftmnt, %ught to exult 
With self-congt^Ltulation, we behold 
The Storm more furiously arise in her. 

And mor£ Insufferable agonies 
Consum&$je»every day ... At such ajight 
1 feel mjf#e^r* as if asunder torn. 

Eu . Ah, had she never made that fatal choice l 
4 from that day forth hfer anguish has increased ; 
This venfeoight, the last one that precedes * 
Her loflJjSnuptial riteSJ (*dh heaven!) I fear’d 
That i% Jiad been to her the last of hte !— * 

Motionless, silent, I hiy in my bed, f 
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From lier's not far remote ; and, still intent 
On all her movements, made pretence to sleep : 

But months and months have past, that I have seen 
lier 

In such extremity, that all repose 

Flies from my aged limbs. I for my daughter 

Th’ assistance of benignant sleep invoked 

Mosttsilently within mysdlf; o'er her 

For many, many nights he has not spread 

His downy wings. Her sobs and srcjis at first 

Were almost smother'd ; they were fSv^syere broken ; 

Then (hearing* me no longer) they increased 

To such ungovernable agony, 

That, at the last, against her will, they changed 
To passionate tears, to sobs, to piercing ftcrcams. 
Amid her agitation, from her lips 
One word alone escaped, “ Death ! . . . death!" and 
oft, 

In broken accents, she repeated it. 

1 started from my couch ; precipitous ** 

I ran to her ; and scarce had she beheld me, 

Ere, in the midst, she suddenly repress'd 
Each tear, each sigh, each word, and, recomposed 
In royal stateliness, as if almost 
Incensed with me, in a firm voice silver ied, 

“ Why cornest thou to me ? What wpul$fct thou ? 
Hdlbc!”... 

I could not answer her ; I wept, embraced her, 
Then wept again ... At length my speech return’d. 
Oh how did I implore her, how conjure her * 

To tell me h^c affliction, that,* at last, ^ 

Thu| in her bosow pent, would, with her life, 

My life destroy , . . Thou sforely, though a mother, 
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Could’st not have spoken to her with more fond. 
And more persuasive love. — She knows it well 
How much I love her ; and, at my discourse. 

Once more the torrents from her eyes gush’d forth, 
And she embraced me, and with te^jjerncss 
To my fond importunities replied. 

But still, inflexibly feserved, she said, 

That every virgin, when the nuptial day 
Approaches, is oppress’d with transient grief ; 

And she commanded me not to divulge 
Her ^guishk^olrer parents. But, alas! 

So deeply rooted is her malady, 

So fearful are its inward ravages, 

That I run tremblingly to thee ; and beg 
That, by thy means, these rites may bfc delay’d : 

To death the virgin goes, be sure of this. — 

Thou art a mother ; . . . I say nothing more. 

Cc. . . . Ah ! . . . click'd by weeping, . . . scarcely 
. . . <?an I speak. — 

Whence can ibis malady arise, ah whence ? . . . 
What other suffering, at her youthful age. 

Is there, except the suffering oflovc? 

But if by Pereus she is inflamed, 

By h^r spontaneously chosen, whence, 

When on the, goint of gaining him, this grief? 

And if atajthef flame feed on her heart. 

Why hanyjm chosen Pereus herself ¥ 

Among serntoty others ? 

Eu. . . . Her fierce grief 
Both not, I swear to thee, arise from Icjve. 

She always was observed*by me ; nor ^uld she, 
Without my seeing it, resign her h^art 
To any passion : and she would, be sure. 



ACT THE F1KS]\ 


207 


Have told it me, her mother as to years, 

But, in her love, a sister. Her deportment, 

Her countenance, her sighs, her very silence, 

Ah! all convincjlJwe that she loves not Pereus. 

She, if not joyoit^ was, before she chose, 

Tranquil at least ; and thou know^t well how she 
‘Delay’d to chuse. But yetj assuredly 
No other man pleased her ere she saw Pereus : 

5 Tis true, she seem’d to give to him jhe preference. 
Because it w as, or so at least she de^rd it, 

Iler duty to chuse one. She loves him not ; 

To me it seems so : yet what other suitor, 

Compared with noble Pereus, can she love ? 

I know her to possess a lofty heart ; 

A heart in which a flame that were not lofty 
Could never enter. This can I safely swear : 

The man that she could love . . ^of royal blood 
That man must be, or he were not her lpirer. '* 

Now, who of these have ye admitted here^ 

Whom at her will she could not with her hand 
Make happy ? Then her grief is not from love. 
Love, though it feed itself with tears and sighs. 

Yet still it leaves 1 know not what of fflbpe. 

That vivifies the centre of the J^eart * t • 

But in her deep impenetrable gloom „ ^ y> 

There glimmeti no coy radiance : in h^igMifid 
Festering and irremediable, there lurk|^)t™ f 
No sanative balsamic antidote ! * • . 

Ah, could the death that she invokes for ever 
Be granted flrsfe|to me ! I shpuld at least 
Not see her thus by a slow fire consumed ! . . « 
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Cc. Thou dost distract me! ... To these marriage 
rites 

Never will I consent, if they are destin’d 
To take from us our only daughter . , . Go ; 

Return to her ; and do not say to her 
That thou hast spoken with me. I myself, 

Soon as the tears are from my eyes dispersed, 

And my face racom posed, will thither comp. , 

Eu . Ah, qiifekly come. I will return to her ; 

I am impatient Once more to behold her. 

Oh heaven! wKb knows if she has not once more 
Been with these frantic paroxysms seized, 

While I have thus at length with thee conversed ? 
Alas! what pity do I feel for thee, 

Onhappy mother 1 ... I fly hence ; but thou, 

Ah, linger not ! . #. The less thou dost delay, 

The more good wilt thou do . . . 

Ce. How much delay 

Costs me, thou may’st conceive : but I will not 
Call her at such an unaccustom’d hour. 

Nor go to her, much less present myself 
With visage incomposed. It is not fit 
To impress her either with distress or fear : 

So ipaodest, ti&id, pliable is she. 

That no means with f|iat noble temper cax* 

Be too indulgent. Quickly, go; repose 
In mei^li^thee alone repose. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Cecris, 

•* 

Ce* From whence can this originate l Already 
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The year is almost spent, which I’ve consumed 
With Euryclea in surmises vain ; 

And yet no trace whence Myrrha’s sorrow spring 
Can I discern 1 — Perhaps the gods themselves. 
Envious of our prosperity, would snatch 
From us so raie a daughter, the sole comfort, 

Sole hope of both her parents. Oh ye gods, 
’Twe*e better never to h&Ve given hereto us 1 
Oh Venus ! thou sublime divinity 
Of this devoted isle, sacred to thee* . 
Perchance her too great beauty moWes thy envy ! 
And hence perchance thou, equally with her, 
Reduces! me to this distracted state. 

Ah 1 jes, thou wilt that I should thus atone 
In tears of blood, for mj inordinate, 

Picsumptuous transpoits of a partial mother. 

SCFNE THE THIRD. 

Ciuyras, Cecns * 

Cin. Weep not, oh lady# I have briefly heard 
The painful narrative ; to this disclosure 
I prompted Euryclea. Ah ! believe me. 

Sooner a thousand times would I expire, 

Than with our idolized and only daughter 
Adopt coercive means. Who could have thought 
That by this marriage, which was onc$ her choice, 
She could be brought to such extreni^Jr^ 

But let it be dissolved. My life, my realm, 

And even my glory vanishes to nothing, 

If I see not ojjf only daughter happy# 

Ce. Yet Myrrhj} ne'er was versatile. Vvcbiw ik ’* 1 
Tn understanding far surpats her years j 
• jr 2 
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Discreet in every wish ; constant and eagtr 
Our smallest wishes to anticipate. 

She knows full well, that frt her noble choice 
We deem’d ourselves most fortunate : she cannot, 
No, never, hence refient of it. 

Cin. But yet 

If she in heart repent of it ! — Oh, lady. 

Hear her : all" the soft pleadings of a mother > 

Do thou adopt with her ; do thou at length 
Compel lie&to unfold her heart to thee. 

Since there is tktie for this. Myself meanwhile 
Will unfold mine to thee ; and 1 assure thee, 

Nay, e’en I swear, that of my heart’s (irst thoughts 
My daughter is the object. It is tt ue, 

I pleased myself in thinking i should form 
Alliance with the monarch of Epirus : 

And the young Pcreus, his noble son. 

Adds, to the future hope of a rich kingdom, 

Other advantages, in rny esteem 
More precious far. A character humane, 

A heart no less compassionate than lofty. 

Doth he evince. Besides, he seems to me 
By Myrrha’s beauties fervently inflamed. — 

I never could select a worthier consort 
To ensure my daughter happiness ; no doubts 
Of tfyese pledged marriage rites torment his heart ; 
His ftfther?£ indignation and his own. 

If we renkMnpet! our covenanted faith, 

Would Be most just ; and their rage might to us 
Be not informidable : thus behold 
Many and potent reasons in the eyes 
Of almost every prince, but none in mine ; 

Nature made me a father * chance ’a king. 
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Those which are deem’d by others of my rank. 
Reasons of state, to which they are accustom’d 
To make all natural affections yield. 

In my patefnal bosom would not weigh 
Apainst a solitary^sigh of Myrrha's. 

1, by her happiness alone, can be 
Myself made happy. Go ; say thft to hpr ; 

Ass ur <^|ter also that she ntfed not fear 
Displeasing me in telling me the truth : 

Nought let her fear, except to make ourselves. 
Through her own means, unhappy. 1 meanwhile. 
By questions artfully proposed, will learn 
From Pereus if he deem his love return’d ; 

And thus will I prepare him for the issue. 

No less afflictive to himsfelf than me. 

But yet the time is brief for doing this. 

If late decree that we retract our purpose. 

GV. Thou speakest well ; I fly to her. — It brings 
Great solace to me, in our grief, to see 
That one accordant will, one love, is ours. 

ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE THE FIKST. 

Cinyras , Pereus . 

Pe . Behold me here, obedient to thy wishes, 

I hope, oh king, the hour is not far distant \ 
When with th’ endearing epithet of father 
I may accost thee . . . 

Cm. Listen tp me, Pereus*— 

If thou well know Jhyself, thou cansfcnot fail 
To be convinced how much*a partial father 
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Must be transported with exceeding joy 
In th’ expectation that his only daughter 
Would find in thee a conlort. Without doubt. 

Had I myself been destined to select 
A spouse for Myrrh a, 1 had chosen thee 
Among the many and illustrious rivals 
That, with thyself/ ’contended for her hand. 

Thence thou thyself niay v fct judge how doubly dear 
Thou wert to me when by herself elected. 

Thou, in the judgment of impartial men, 

In all pretensions wert unparagon’d; 

But, in my judgment, more than for thy blood, 
And thy hereditary realm, wert thou 
Unparagon’d for other qualities 
Intrinsically thine, whence thou must be. 

Although a private man, eternally 
Greater than any king . . . 

Pe . Ah father ! , . . (I 
E’en now exult to call thee by this name) 

Father, my greatest, nay, my only value, 

Consists in pleasing thee. 1 have presumed 
To interrupt thee ; pardon me ; but I 
Cannot, or ere 1 merit them, receive 
From thee so many praises. To my heart 
Thy speech- will be a high encouragement 
To ijpak# me that which thou bcliev’st me now, 

Or Wishejft me to be. Thy son-in-law, 

And Myrrhafs consort, largely should 1 be 
With every lofty quality endow’d : 

And I accept from thee the augury 
Of virtue. . ^ 

v Cin. Ah, thou speakest as thop art ! 

And |ince thou art such 5 , I shall dare*|p speak 
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To thee as to a son.~I clearly see 
Thou lovest Myrrha with 9 genuine love ; 

And I should wrong thee hiost unworthily 
Could I e’£n doubt of this. But . . . tell me, Pereus, . . 
If my request is not too indiscre'et, 

Art thou as much beloved ? 

Pc . ... I ought to hide • 

Nothing from thee. — Ah, Myrrha would, methinks, 
Love me again, and yet it seems she cannot. 

I cherish’d once a hope of her regard, • 

And yet I hope t* obtain it ; or, at least, 

My flattering wishes still prolong the dream. 

? Tis true, that, most inexplicably, she 
Persists in her reserve. Thou, Cinyras, 

Although thou be a father, still retainest 
Thy youthful vigour, and rememberest love. 

Know then, that evermore with trembling steps, 
And as if by compulsion, she accosts me ; 

A deathly paleness o’er her countenance steals ; 

And her fine eyes towards me are never turn’d. 

A few irresolute and broken words ( 

She faulters out, involved in mortal coldness ; 

Her eyes, eternally suffused with tears. 

She fixes on the ground ; in speechless grief 
Her soul is buried; a pale sickliness . 

Dims, not annihilates, her wond’rous charms . 
Behold her state. Yet of connubial rites 
She speaks ; and now thou would’st pronounce, that 
she V 

Desired those rites ; now, that, far worse than death. 
She dreaded febfem ; now she, herself assigns 
The day for these* and now she puts it off* 

If I enquire reason of l#er grief, 
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Her lip denies it ; but her countenance . . , 

Of agony expressive, and of death. 

Proclaims incurable despaH.— 

Me she assures, and each returning day 
Renews the assurance, that I am her choice; 

She says not that she loves me ; high of heart, 

She knows not how to feign. I wish and fear 
To hear from fier the truth : I check my tears; 

I burn, 1 languish, and 1 dare not speak. 

Now from her faith, reluctantly bestow’d, 

Would I myself release her ; now again 
I fain would die, since to resign her quite 
I have no power ; yet, unpossess’d her heart, 

Her person would I not possess . . . Alas ! . . . 

I scarcely know whether I litfe or die. — 

Thus, both oppress’d, and though, with different 
griefs, 

Both with affliction equally weigh’d down, 

We to the fatal day at last are come, 

Th’ irrevocable day which she herself 
Hathjjchosen for our marriage ... Ah, were I 
The only victim of so much distress ! 

Cin, As much' as she, dost thou excite my pity . • . 
Thy frank and fervid eloquence bespeaks 
A soul humane and lofty : such a soul 
Did X ascribe to thee : hence to thyself 
I wirt not less ingenuously speak. — 

I tremble for my child. 1 share with thee 
A lovers grief ; ah, prince ! do thou too share 
A«father J s grief with me. Ah, if she were 
Unhappy by my means ! . . . ’Tis true, that none 
Constrain’d her H . . But yet, If timidity, 

Otft-ir^m bashfulqess . . . fS finally 
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Myrrlia should now capriciously repent ! . * . 

Pe. No more; I understand thee. To a lover, 
Who loves aj I do, canst thou represent 
The beloved object wretched for hjs sake ? 

Could I, though innocently, deem myself 
The origin of all her wretchedness, 

And not expire with grief? — Ah, iflyrrha, now 
Pronounce on me, and on my destiny, 

A final sentence ; fearlessly pronounce it, 

If Porous* love be irksome ; yet for this • 

Never shall 1 regret that I have loved thee. 

Oh, could I make her joyful with my tears ! . . ► 

To me ’twoukl be a blessing e’en to die. 

So that she might be hapjjy. 

Cih . Pereas, who 

Can hear thee without weeping ? . . . No, a heart 
More faithful, more impassion’d than thine own, 
Theie cannot be. All ! as thou hast to me, 

Could’ht thou disclose it also to my daughter : 
f'he could not hear thee, and refuse t’ unfold 
To thee with equal confidence her own. 

1 do not think that she repents her choice ; 

(Who, knowing thee, could do this ?) but perchance 
Thou may’st solicit from her heart the source 
Of her conceal’d distress. — liehold, she^omes ; 

1 had already summon’d her. With her 
1 leave thee. To the interview of lovers 
Fathers are ever a restraint. Now, prince, 

Fully reveal to her thy lofty heart, 

A heart by which all others must be sway’d. 
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SCENE JfHE SECOND. 

Myrrha , Percuss K * 

My. With Percus he leaves me . . . Fatal Inal * 
This rends my heart indeed. 

Pc . At length * oh Myrrha, 

The da iy is come, that which, if thou wert s6, 

Is destined to make me supremely happy. 

Thy hail* with nuptial coronals adorn’d, 

Thy form enveloped in a pompous robe, 

I see indeed : but on thy countenance. 

Thy looks, thy gestures, and in every step. 

Pale melancholy lours. Oh Myrrha, he 
Who loves thee far more than his proper life. 
Cannot behold thee with a mien like this 
To an indissoluble tie approach. 

This is the hour, th* important hour is this. 

When ’tis no more allowable for thee 
To pass delusions on thyself or others. 

Thou sliould’st divulge to me (whate’er it be) 
The cause of thy distress; or should’st at least 
Conless to me; that thou dost not repose 
Thy confidence in me ; that 1 bewray 
Thy injudicious choice, and that at heart 
Thou art repentant, and would’st fain retract. 

I shall not hence account that I am wrong’d ; 

Oh no 1 though this sad heart will be surcharged 
With mortal wretchedness. 15ut what car’et thou 
For the distraction of a man not loved, 

And slenderly esteemed ? It too much now 
Imports to me not to make the© unhappy. 

Then speak to me explicitly and boldly. 
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But thou art route and motionless ? . . • Thy silence 
Breathes disaffection, . . . death. Thy silence is 
An answer tqp decisive : . . . thou dost hate me ; 
And dar’st not say it . • . Now resume thy faith : 

I instantly prepare myself to fly 

For ever from thine eyes, since I am thus 

An object of aversion . . . But if I • 

Was always so, how deserved I thy choice ? 
v If I became so afterwards, ah, tell me 
In what I have offended thee ? • 

My* . . - Oh prince ! . . . 

Thy overweening love depicts my grief 
More poignant than it is. Beyond the bounds 
Of truth thy heated phantasy impels thee. 

With silence thy unprecedented words 
I hear ; what wonder ? unexpected things. 
Unacceptable, and e’en more than this, 

Not true, dost thou express : how can I then 
Reply to thee -This, for our nuptial rites. 

Is the appointed day ; l hither come 
To accomplish them : and doth he meanwhile doubt, 
The consort chosen by myself, of me? 

’Tis true, perchance .my spirits are not buoyant, 

As her’s should be who doth obtain a spouse , 
Distinguish'd like thyself : but pensivenesS 
In some is nature’s cast ; and ill could he 
Whose spirits stagnate in a constant ebb, 

Trace the dim cause that interdicts their flow : 

And often an officious questioning, 

Instead of making manifest the cause, 

Redoubles the effect. • 

Pc. I’m irksome to thee ; • 

I see it by unquestionable syfliptoms. 
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Alas ! I knew that thou eould’st never love me ; 

Yet in my infirm heart I had caress’d 
At least the flattering hope thou didst not hate me ; 
In time, for thine and my peace, I perceive 
That I deceived myself! — Tis not (alas!) 

Within my power to make thee hate me not : 

But on myself doth it alone depend , 

To make thee not despise me. Now art thou 
Freed, and released from all thy promised faith. 
Against'thy will illicitly I gain’d it : — 

Mot by thy parents, . . . and still less by me, . « . 

By a false shame thou art restrain’d. Thou would’st.. 
Not to incur the blame of versatile, 

Thine own worst enemy, render thyself 
The victim of thy error : and dost thou 
Hope I should suffer this ? Ah no ! — That I 
Love thee, that I deserve thee, now 1 ought 
To prove this to thee by refusing thee . . . 

Mijm Thou dost delight to exasperate my grief . . 
Ah ! how can I be joyous in thj 7 presence, 

If I am destined always to behold 
Thy Jove diseased with mine? Can I assign 
The causes of a grief, for the most part 
In me supposititious, which, indeed, 

If true in pa v t, perhaps has no other cause 
Than the new state which I’m about to enter, 

And the obligation to divide myself 
Fro^j my beloved parents ; and the v/ords 
So oft repeated to myself, “ Perhaps 
I never more shall see them . . - never more ?” 
The long, long pilgrimage to*6ther realms ; 

The change off manners and the' change of place ; 
The Jong farewell to a ifl familiar objects, 

And all familiar friends, from childhood loved ; 
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And other thoughts, by thousands and by thousands. 
All passionate and tender, and all sad, 

And all indisywtably better known, 

And felt more keenly, than by any other, 

By thy humane, courteous, and lofty heart. — 

I gave myself spontaneously to thee; 

Nor have 1 ever with repen tayt thoughts,* 
i swear tA thee, look’d back on this resolve. 

Jf it were so, I would have told it to thee : 

Thee, above all men, I esteem; from thee * 
Nothing would I conceal, . . . that I would not 
Likewise, from my own consciousness, conceal.- 
Now 1 implore, let him who loves me best, 

Speak to me least of this my wretchedness, 

And ’twill in time, I feel assured, depart. 

Could I, not prizing thee, give thee my hand, 

■I should despise thyself ; and how not prize thee ? 
My lip knows not to speak' that which my heart 
Doth not first dictate : yet that lip assures thee, 
Swears to thee, that I never will belong 
To any one but thee. — What more can I 
Profess to thee ? . f 

Pe. . . . Myrrha, I venture not 
To ask of thee one thing , which, could’st thou say it ( 
*Would give me life indeed ! Fatal demand f 
’Tvvcre death, I fear, to be resolved on this . . . 

Thou to be mine then dost not now disdain ? 

Dost not repent of it, and no delay ? ^ 

^ Mu. No, none; this is the day; I will be thine*— 
,But let our sails be hoisted to the winds 
To-morrow, and for cveflet us leave 
These shores behind us. * 

Pe . Do I hear thee rightly ? * 
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With such abrupt transition how canst thou 
Thus differ from thyself? It tortures thee 
So much to abandon thy beloved parents, 

Thy native courtry, yet would’st thou depart 
Speedily thus for ever . . * 

My. I, . . . foy ever . . . 

Would . . thus abandon them ; . . and die of. . grie 
Pe. What do I hear? Thy anguish hath' betra 
thee j « • • 

Thy words and looks are prompted by despair. 

I swear that I will never be the means 
Of thy destruction ; never ... of my own 
Too certainly ... 

My. ...*f is true . . . ,f ,is too, too true ; • . . 

I am distracted by a mighty woe . . . 

But no, believe me not. — Inflexibly 
1 to my purpose keep— While I have thus 
My bosom harden’d as it were with grief. 

My parting hence will be less keenly felt : 

A solace in thyself. . . 

Pc. . . . No, Myrrha, nos... 

I am the cjtuse, I am, (though innocent) 

Of the dire conflict, which thus lacerates, 

And agitates thy heart. — I will not now 
Longer prevent with my importunate presence 
Needful alleviation of thy grief. — 

Do thou thyself, oh Myrrha, to thy parents 
Propose some means that may deliver thee 
From ties so inauspicious ; or from them 
Thou’lt hear to-day of Pereus’ violent death. 
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SCENE THE THIRD. 

Myrrha . # 

My. Ah, go not to my parents ! . . . Hear me, . . . 
hear me ! . . . • 

Jle flies from me . . . Oh heaven ! what Have I said T 
Let me fo Euryclea quickly run ; 

No, not one instant would I with myself 
Remain alone . . . 

SCENE THE FOURTH* 

Myrrha, Euryclea 

Eu. Oh whither dost thou fly 
Thus with such breathless haste, beloved daughter ? 

My. Where can I find, if not in thee, some solace ? 
'fo thee I came . . . 

Eu. I, from a distance, long 
Have watch’d thee carefully. Thou knowest well 
I never can abandon thee : I hope 
That thou wilt pardon me. From thfnceT saw 
Pereus rush troubled *forth ; and I find thee 
With heavier grief oppress’d : ah, dearest (laughter, 
Thy tears at least may freely have a verft 
Within my breast. 

My. Ah yes, dear Euryclea, 

With thee 1 may at least shed tears ... I feel 
As if my heart would burst from checking them. 

Eu. And wilt, thou, in a state like this, persist, 

Oh daughter, in these hymeneal rites ? # 

My. I hope m^ aghnies ma^ kill me first • . . 

But no ; that canno^ be ; the time’s too short 
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They afterwards will kill me, kill me soon * . ; 

Death, .1 . death, ... I have no other wish . . . but 
death ... v 

No other destiny* save death . . . deserve . . . 

Eu. U-Myrrha, no other furies can assail 
With such barbarity thy youthful breast, 

Save- those of love .... 

iV/y.*Wha$ dar’st thou say to me ? 

What cruel falsehood ? . . . 

En. Ah, do not, I beseech thee, 

Be grieved with me. For a l^g time I have thought 
so : , * 

But if it thus displease thee, I will dare 
No more to say it to thee* Ah, may’st thou 
Preserve with me the confidence of w eeping ! 
Neither do I know well if I believe 
What I have said ; moreover, to thy ? inother 
I hitherto have strenuously denied it . . . 

JWW V What do I hear ? Oh heaven ! does 6 he per- 
chance 

Also suspect it ? . . . - 

Eu . seeing thus 

A tender vir^niTh excessive grief, 

And grief apparently without a cause, t 
Would not deem love the origin of this i 
Ah ! were thy grief from love alone ! at least 
Some remedy might then be found.— Immersed 
I11 this perplexing doubt for a long time, 

I to the altar dared one day to go 
Of Venus, our sublime diving ; 

With tears, with incffise, an dt persuasive prayers. 
With labouring heart, before hev sadred image 
Prostrate, I ventured to pronounce thy name » 
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My. Ah ! what audacity ! Wlmt hast thou done ? 
Venus ! . . . Oh heaven ! . - . inimical to me. • %,. 

The force if? her implacable revenge ... 

What do I say ? . . Alas ! . . I shudder, . . tremble . . . 

Eiu ’Tis true, I was audaciously officious : 

The angry deity disdain’d my vows ; 

The incense, in a smouldering gloom involved; 

With difficulty burn’d ; and, downwards drjyen, 

The smoke collected round my hoary head. 
Would’st thou h<aat further ? 1 presumed to raise 
To the stern image my afflicted eyes. 

And horribly incensed with indignation, 

With threatening looks the god&s seem’d to me 
Herself to drive me from her sacred feet. 

With trembling steps 1 totter’d from the temple, 
Palsied with fear ... In telling this, I feel 
My hair withijiorror once more stand on end . . . 

My. And thou with terror mak’st me also shudder. 
What hast thou dared to do? By Myrrlia npw 
Must no celestial power, and much less that 
Of our tremendous goddess, be invoked. 

1 am abandon’d by the gods ; my b^a|t 
Opens its chamber^ to the ravc^ii^ femes ; 

There they alone authority possess. 

And residence. — Ah ! if there still retrains 
In thee the shadow of a genuine pity. 

My faithful Euryclea, (thou alone 

Canst do it,) save me lrom despair : ’tis slow, 

Too slow , although ’tis infinite* my grief. 

En. Thou mak’st me tremble . . . What can I ? . . . 
My. ... I tisk thc^l . 

To abridge my wo^s. By littTe and by little 
Thou seest my o’er-worn, o^r-task'd frame decay; 
von. hi. • „ o 
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My lingering agonies destroy my parents; 

A burden to myself, a curse to others, 

X never can escape : ’twerc pity, love, 

To expedite my d>eath ; from thee I ask it , . . 

Eu. Oh heaven ! . . . from me ? . . . My very ut- 
terance* fails, . . . 

My breath, l . . my thought . . . 

My . Ah n^), thou lov’st me not! 

I weakly deem’d that in thy aged breast 
There dfrelt a comprehensive tenderness * • • 

Yet thou thyself didst in my tender years 
Exhort me to nobility of thought : 

Oft have I heard from thee that virtuous souls 
Should prefer death to infamy. Alas ! . . . 

What do I say ? . , . But thou dost hear me not . . . 
Motionless, . . mute, . . thou scarcely breatli’st ! Oh 
heaven ! . . . 

What have I said \ Distracted with my pangs . . . 

I know not what Eve said ; Ah, pardon me ; 

My second mother, be once more thyself. . . 

Eu. . i Oh daughter, daughter ! . • Thou ask death 
from me ? 

Thou death from me ? . . 3 

My, Esteem me not ungrateful ; 

Nor that the anguish of my own despair 
Itobs me of pity for the pangs of others. — 

Wiit thou not see me then extinct in*Cyprus ? 

Thou must perforce, ere it be long, be told, 

That ere the vessel reach Epirus’ shore, 

Myrrha had breathed her last. 

Eu, In vain dost thou ' 

Presume to yield to these abherred nuptialf* * 

1 to thy«parents fly tc tell the whole ... 
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My. Ah, do it not, or irretrievably 
Thou forfeitest my love : ah, do it not, 

I pray thee ; in the name of thy true love 
I do conjdre thee. From a troubled heart 
Accents escape which should ndt be recorded— 

An ample solace (one which hitherto 

I’ve not allow’d) hath been my %cars t with thee, 

The ^peaking of my grief! in me already 
My courage hence is doubled. — A ffew hours 
Are wanting to nay solemn nuptial rite. • 
lie ever near me : let us go* Meanwhile 
It is thy province to confirm me more 
In my inevitable lofty purpose. 

Thou by thy faithful council, and thy more 
Than mother’s love, at Once should’st strengthen me ; 
Thou should’st so act, that firmly I pursue 
The sole remaining honourable track. 

ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Cinyras , Cecris . 

Ce. There is no doubt that Pereus, though he be 
Not yet return’d to us, by Myrrha’s words 
Was wholly mortified. She loves him not ; 

I am convinced of this; and ’tis too certain ^ 

That perseverance in these purposed nuptials 
Will in the end conduct her to the tomb. 

Ci?i- For the last trial now, will we ourselves 
Hear from her lips the truth. 1, in thy name, 

Upve summon’d her to meet thee iy this place. 
None of us, lastly* would compel her choice : 



MYimiiA. 


316 

She* knows how much we love her; we, to whom 
Ourselves are not more dear. To me it seems 
Now utteily impossible, that she, 

In this respect, should close to us her heart; 

To us, who have made her the arbitre&s 
Not only of herself, but of ourselves. 

Ce. Behold, shf- comes ! . . . and oh ! she seems to 
me 

Somewhat more joyful, and her step more firm . . . 
Ah ! could she be again what once she was ! 

At the sole reappearance in her face 
E’en of a smile of joy, I quickly seem 
Restored once more to life* 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Myrrh a, Cinyras, Cccris. 

Ce. Beloved daughter. 

Ah, come to us ! ah come ! 

My. What do I see ? 

Oh heaven ! my father also ! . . * 

Cin. Haste, advance ; 

Our only hope and life, advance secure!}' ; 

And apprehend not my paternal aspect 
More than thou fear’st thy mother’s. Wc are both 
Ready to hear thee. Now, if thou ari pleased 
The cause to tell us of thy cruel slate, 

Thou giv’st us life; hut if it rather please thee, 

Or spare thy apprehensive delicacy 

More, to conceal it, thou may’fet uNo, daughter, 

Conceal it; for thy pleasure will be ours. 

To eternize the matrimonial tie^ 

One hour alone is waiting ; every one 
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D^ms it a thing deckled ; but, if yet 
Thy will is changed ; if thy committed faith 
Be irksome»to thy heart ; if thy free choice, 

Though once spontaneous, be no -longer such ; 

Be bold ; fear nothing in the world < reveal 
AH the misgivings of thy heart to*is. 

Thou art by nothing bound*; and we ourselves 
The fi?st release thee; and thy generous lover. 
Worthy of thee, confirms tills liberty. 

Nor will we tax thee with inconstancy: 

Rather will we admit, that thoughts mature, 

Though unforeseen, constrain thee to tins change. 
By base regards thou never canst be moved; 

Thy noble character, th% lofty thoughts. 

Thy love for us, full well we know them all : 

A step of thee, and of thy blood unworthy. 

Thou never could’st e’en thirtk it. Freely then 
Do thou fulfil thy wish. Provided thou 
Art once more happy, with that happiness 
Thou renderest thy parents happy also. 

Now r , this thy present will whate’er it be. 

Do thou to us rcweal it as to brothers. 

Ccm Ah yes, thou secst, Myrrha ! Never didst thou 
Hear words of more persuasive tenderness. 

More mild, more tender, from thy mother’s lips 
Than these. 

My. ... Is there a torment in the world 
That can compare with mine ! . . . 

Ce. But what is this ? 

Sighing, thou mutterest to thyself? 

Cm. Ah let, * 

Ah let thy heart speak to us : we will u»e 
No other language with theiJ — Quick, reply. 
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My. . . , My lord ... 

Cm. Ah Myrrlia, > tis a sad beginning ; 

To thee I am a father, not a lord : 

Can, st thou invoke me with another name. 

Oh daughter ? 

My. Myrrha, thr> is the last conflict. — 

Be strong, my^soul ... » 

Cc. Oh heaven ! . . . The hues of death 
Upon her countenance . . . 

My. On mine ? . . . 

Cm. But whence 

Tremblest thou thus ? At me ? • . . 

My. ... I tremble not . . . 

Mcthinks — or I, at least, no more shall tremble, 
Since ye now so compassionately hear me. — 

Your only, your too well bdjpved daughter, 

I w ell know that I am. I see you always, 

My joys enjoying, grieving in my griefs ; 

E’en this my grief increases. Mine, alas ! 

Passes the confines of a natural sorrow ; 

In vain I hide it ; and to you would speak it, . . . 

If I knew it myself. — My fatal sadness 
With growing years augmented every day, 

Long ere, amid the illustrious company 
Of noble lovers, Pereus I selected. 

Within my breast an angry deity, 

Unknown, inexorable, dwells ; and hence. 

All power of mine is vain against his power . • . 
Mother, believe me ; though I be but young. 

My mind, e’en passing ordinary strength, 

Was, and is, strong : but my distemper’d frame. 
That yields o*erT»urthen’d ; . . . and I feel myself 
With slow, though sure steps, tottering to the tomb . 
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Al food, though scanty, and though only touch’d 
At distant intervals, to me is poison : 

Sleep everlastingly forsakes my piilow ; 

Or dreams, with horrid images of death, 

My frame enervate more than sleepless nights. 

I do not find, throughout the day oi'night, 

A moment’s peace, an instant of l^posg, 

A pla<jc that seems a resting place to me. 

Yet nothing in the shape of human comfort 
Do I presume to covet ; death I deem, 

Expect, solicit as, ray only cure. 

But, for my punishment, does Nature yet. 

With her tenacious and invisible bands, 

Protract my lingering life. I pity now, 

And now 1 hate, myseli> I weep, and rave. 

And weep again. This, this is the incessant. 
Insufferable, fierce vicissitude. 

In which I drag along my heavy da}'S. — 

But what ? . . . Do you too at my horrid state 
Shed tears ? . . . Beloved mother ! . . . Let me then, . . ; 
To thy breast clinging, . . . drinking in thy tears, . . , 
Forego the sense of suffering for a moment ! . . . 

Ce, Beloved daughter, at a tale like this, 

Who could refrainTrom weeping ? . . • 

Cin. At her words 
I feel my bosom rent . . . But finally, 

What ought we now to do ? . . . 

My, But finally, 

(Ah ! trust to what I say) I ne’er conceived 
The wish to afflict you, or to extort from you 
Vain pity for myself, describing thus, 

Or trying to describe what mocks description, 

My fierce unutterable pangj. — When I, 
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By chusing Pereus, had fix’d my fate, 

At first, ’tis true, I to myself appear’d 
Somewhat less troubled ; but within my heart 
Propovtionably fierce my grief return’d. 

As nearer and mor£ near the day approach’d 
For forming the indissoluble tie. 

So much so, that three times indeed I dared 
To beg you to procrastinate the day. 

In these delays I somewhat calm’d myself; 

But, as the time diminish’d, all my pangs 
Resumed their wonted fierceness. To their height, 
To my consummate shame, consummate grief. 

Arc they to-day arrived : but something tells me 
That they, to-day, are giving in my breast, 

The last proof of their strength. This day shall sec 
me 

Consort to Pereus, or ... a breathless corse. — 

Cc. What do I hear ? ... Oh daughter 1 . . . Wilt 
thou thus 

In these lugubrious nuptials persevere ? . . . 

C ’in. No, this shall never be. Thou lov’st not Pc* 
reus; 

And, spite of inclination, thou, in vain, 

Would’st give thyself to him. 

My. Ah, do not ye 

Take me from' him ; or quickly give me death . . . 
’Tis true, perhaps, I love him not as much 
As he loves me* . . . and yet, of this I doubt , . . 
Believe, that I sufficiently esfeem him ; 

And that no other man in all the world. 

If he have not, shall have my hand. I hope 
That Pereus, onp day, as he ought; to be. 

Will to my heart be deap; living with him 
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Ii constant and inseparable faith, 

I i ope that, by his means, peace will return, 

Joy will return to me ; that life may be 
Still dear t?> me, and peradventure happy. 

Ah ! if I hitherto have loved hirtf not 
As he deserves, ’tis not a fault of nline, 

But rather of my state ; which makes pie first 
Abhojr myself. . . Him have I chosen once : 

And now again I chuse liim : wish for him, 

Solicit him, and him alone. My choice # 

Beyond expression to yourselves was grateful : 

Be then, as ye will’d, and as now I will. 

The whole accomplish’d. Do ye try to rise 
Above your daughter’s grief too, since that daughter 
Who suffers it, rises ab(fve that grief. 

I will, ere long, as much as in me lies. 

Come to these nuptials cheerfully ; and ye. 
Perchance, will hold yourselves indebted to them 
For days of future peace. 

Ce. Oh matchless daughter ! 

How many rare perfections thou unitest ! 

Cin. Thy words a little calm me ; but I tremble . . . 
My. f feel, while thus in conference with you. 
My strength rcturti. I may again perchance 
Wholly become the mistress of myselfi # 

If the gods will, provided ye will lend 
Me your assistance. 

Cin. What assistance ? 

Ce. Speak ! 

We will do every thing. 

My. I am constrain’d 

Once more to grieve you. ' Hear.-— To my worn 
breast, * 
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And to my troubled, weak, distemper’d mind, 
The sight of objects new to me will prove 
A potent remedy ; and this will be 
Effectual in proportion as ’tis speedy. 

What it will cost me to abandon you, 

Oh heaven ! I cannot say ; my tears will tell it, 
When I give you the terrible farewell : 

If without falling lifeless ... in thy arms, 

I can, ... oh mother, . . . do it . . . But, if yet 
I can abandon you, the day will come, 

When, to this generous effort, 1 shall owe 
Life, peace, and happiness. 

Ce. Dost thou thus speak 
Of leaving us ? Would’st do it instantly ? 

At once dost fear and wish to do it ? Whence 
Such inconsistency ? . . . 

Ciiu T’ abandon us ? . . . 

And what remains to us deprived of thee ? 
Thou may’st at leisuie afterwards depart 
To Pereus’ father ; but meanwhile ere this 
With us enjoy protracted happiness . . . 

My. But if Tis now impossible for me 
Here to be happy, would ye rather sec me 
In Cyprus dead, than, from a foreign shore, 
Hear tiding^ of my full felicity ? — 

Sooner, or later, to Epirus' realm 
My destiny invites me : there should I 
With Pereus fiddly abide. To you. 

When Pereus tfic paternal sceptre swavs, 

One day will we return. Ye shall again 
In Cyprus see me, if the gods so grant, 

The joyful mother of a numerous offspring : 
And we will JeaVe to you, of all dur children 
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Oi your declining years- Thus of your blood 
Slia * yejpossess an heir to this rich realm ; 

Since offspring of the stronger sex, the gods 
Have hitherto denied to you. Then first, 

The day on which ye suffer’d me t€r go, 

Will ye commemorate with blessings. — Ah, 

Grant that to-morrow Perous and I 

Spreatl to the wind our sails. Within my heart 

I feel a certain and tremendous presage, 

That I, if ye prohibit my departure, 

Alas ! within this inauspicious palace. 

Remain to-day th’ inevitable victim 
Of an inscrutable and unknown power: 

That ye Will lose me everlastingly . . . 

Do you, 1 pray, compassionately yield 
To my fantastic presage ; or be pleased, 
Indulging my distemper’d phantasy, 

To second what perchance ye deem an error. 

My life, ray destiny, and also (Heavens ! 

I shudder as I speak) your destiny, 

All, all, too much depend on my departure. 

GV. Oh daughter ! . . . 

Cm . Ah 1 . . . thy accents make me tremble . . . 
But yet, if such thy will, so be it done. 

Whatever may be my grie^ I would prefer 
Never to see thee, than to see thee thus.- — 

And thoij, sweet consort, mute, arv$ motionless, 
In tears ? . . . Consentest thou to her desire ? 

Ce. Ah ! could her absence kill me, as (alas !) 
I feel assured that I shall hence be doomed 
To languish in immitigable tears ! . . . 

Ah ! might the atigury one day prove true 
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Which she suggested of her precious offspring ; • * < 
But yet, since such is her fantastic iyish x> 

So that she live, let it be gratified. " 

My. Beloved mother, now thou givest toe 
Life for the second time. — Within an hour 
Shall I be ready far the nuptial rites,— 

Whether I love y<M) time will prove tb ,ybtl^ 
Though now I seem impatient to forsake you. — 
Now, for a little wht|ty do I retire 
I’o my apartments : fain would I appear 
With tearless eyes before the sacred altar ; 

And worthy of acceptance, and approved, 

With brow serene my noble consort meet. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Cinyras , Cccris . 

Ce . Unhappy that we are ! . . . Unhappy daugh- 
ter ! . . . 

Cin. Yet to behold her every day there sad, 

My heart hath not the firmness. ’Twere in vain 
To oppose ourselves . . . 

Ce. Oh spouse ! . . . A thousand fears 
Invade my heart, lest her excess df grief, 

When she ip gone from hence, should cause her 
death. * 

Cin. From her expressions, from her looks, and 
gesture^. 

And also from her sighs, it seems to me 
That by some superhuman agency 
She’s fearfully possess’d. 

Ce • . . . Ah ! well I know. 

Implacable, vindictive Vgnus, vvelf 
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Ti r rigorous revenge, if has dost thou make me 
Ate tor my irreverent arrogance. 

But t h ! my child was innocent ; I only 
Was the delinquent ; I alone the culprit . . . 

Cin. Oh heaven ! what hast thoh dared against the 
goddess ? . . . # 

Ce. Unhappy me ! . . . Oh Cinyi^S, hear my fault ; 
When j. beheld myself the spouse adored 
Of the most winning and attachfhg husband, 

A man for captivating grace unequall’d, • 

And by him mdtfier of an only daughter, 

(For beauty, modesty, and sense, and grace 
Throughout the world unrivalt’d) I confess. 
Intoxicate with my distinguish’d lot, 

I dared deny to Venus, T alone, 

Her tributary incense. — Would’st thou more ? 
Insensate, and extravagant, at last 
To such a pitch (alas infatuate ! ) 

Of madness I arrived, that from my lips 
I suffer’d the imprudent vaunt to escape, 

That by the illustrious, celebrated beauty 
Of Myrrha, now more votaries were drawn 
From Asia and from Greece, than heretofore 
Were o’er attracted to her sacred isle 
By warm devotion to the Cyprian queen* 

Cin. Oh ! what ic this thou sayest ? . 

Ce. From that day 

Henceforward, Myrrha lost her peace ; her life, 

Her beauty, like trail wax before the fire. 

Slowly consumed ; and nothing in our hands 
From that time seem’d to prosper. Afterwards 
What did I not attgmpt to appease t^e goddess ? 
What prayers, what tears, wjiat penitential rites 
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Have I not lavish’d ? — Evermore in vain ! — 

Gin. Ill hast thou done, oh iad^y ; and still wor? ; 
Hath been thy guilt, in keeping it from me. 

A father wholly innocent, perchance, f 
I might by means df mediatorial rites 
The pardon of tlite goddess impetrate: 

And yet perchance (I hope) 1 may succeed.—* 
But meanwhile, now indeed do I concur 
In Myrrlia’s judgment, that of force we must, 

And with what promptitude we can effect it, 
Remove her from tills desecrated isle. 

Who knows ? Perchance the anger of the goddess 
Will not to other climes pursue her? Hence 
Our wretched daughter feeling in her breast 
Such an imperative and unknown presage, 

Perhaps hence alone, so much desires to go. 

And builds on this departure such warm hopes. — 
But Pereus comes ; welcome he comes : he only, 
By taking her away from us, can now 
Eor us our daughter save. 

Ce . Oh destiny ! 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Citiyras , Pereus , Cecris . 

Pe . Tardy, v irresolute, and apprehensive. 

And full of mortal w retchedness, ye see me. 

A bitter conflict lacerates my heart : 

Me, pity, and disinterested love 
Of others, have subdued. This sacrifice 
Will cost my lile. No otherwise this grieves ra$ 
Than that 1 thus have 'forfeited the power 
To spend it inVour service: bu£ I will not. 
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IS S I will never drag t’untimely death 
Mj adored Myrrha ! The disastrous tie 
Sha. now be torn asunder ; and with that 
The thread* of my existence. 

Cin . . . Oh my son ! . . . * 

Yet by this name I call thee ; and Jf hope 
That thou ere long more than in hamcwwill be so. 
We, sjpee thyself, have heat'd explicitly 
The secret thoughts of Myrrha t I have taken, 

As a true father, every means with her, • 

To encourage her with absolute free will 
Her ow n unbiass’d judgment to pursue. 

Hut ’mid the winds the rock is not more firm. 

Than she is firm to thee : thee, thee, alone 
She wills, and she solicits ; and she fears 
Lest thou be taken from her. She knows not 
Herself how to adduce to us a cause 
For her despondency : her infirm health, 

Which was at first the effect of this, perchance 
Is now its only cause. But her deep grief 
Deserves much pity, be it what it may ; 

Nor should she wake in thee, more than in us, 

Any dissatisfaction. A sweet solace 
Thou wilt he of her ills: on thy firm love 
Her hopes are founded all. What stronger proof 
Would’st thou require than this ? She"will herself 
At all events abandon us to-morrow ; 

(Us, who so dearly love her) and for this 
Th’ assign’d inducement is to he with thee 
More uniformly ; to become more thine. 

Pe. Ah, could I trust to this? but ’specially 
This her abrupt departure . . .*Ali, 1 yremble. 

Lest she designs in secret tojaiake me 
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Th* instrument of lier death. 

Ce. Pereus, to thee 

Do we confide her : fate to-day decrees it. 

Too certainly before our very eyes 
Here would she fafi extinct, if to her will 
Our hearts permitted us to persevere 
In opposition,, Change of place and scene 
Potently operates on yoifthful minds. 

Then lay aside all inauspicious thoughts; 

And think, alone of making her more happy. 
Bring to thy countenance its wonted cheer; 
And by avoiding mention of her grief, 

Soon wilt thou see that grief itself subside. 

Pe . May I believe then, certainly believe, 
That Myrrha hates me not t 
Cm. From me thou may’st 
Believe it, yes ! What heretofore I said 
Remember ! by her words Pm now convinced, 
That far from being the source of her distress. 
She deems these nuptials her sole remedy. 

She must be treated w ith indulgence ; thus 
She will submit to any thing. Go thou ; 
Quickly prepare thyself for festive pomp ; 

And at the same time every thing dispose 
For taking .from us by to -morrow's dawn 
Our only daughter. Wq will not assemble 
Before the altar of the public temple 
In sight of all the inhabitants of Cyprus ; 

For the long rite would be an obstacle 
To your abrupt departure. We wall chaunt 
The hymeneal anthems in this palace. 

Pc. Thou hpst restored me suddenly tp life. 
I fly ; and here will instantly return. 

1 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

i 

SCENE THE FIRST, 

Eurijclea , Myrrhct . 0 

My* Yes, Euryclea, thou # beh oldest the 
'Completely tranquillized; and almost joyous. 

At my resolved departure. 

Eu . Can this be ? . . . • 

Alone with Pereus wilt thou hence depart ? . . . 

Nor of so many of thy faithful hand-maids 
Wilt thou select even one ? Not even me 
Wilt thou distinguish from this wide neglect ? . . . 
What will become of me,\ny dearest child, 

If thou abandon me l alas, I feel 

ltcady to die at the mere thought of this . . . 

My. Ah ! hold thy peace . . . One day I shall re- 
turn ... 

Eu, Ah ! may the Heavens grant this ! Beloved 
daughter ! . . . 

I did not think that thou wert capable 

Of such a stern resolve : I always hoped 

That thou at last would’st close my dying eyes . . . 

My. I should have chosen thee, and fhec alone. 

If I, by any means, could have resolved 
To take an inmate of this palace with me . . . 

But against this am I inflexible . . . 

■Em. And at to-morrow’s dawn thou go’st from 
hence ? . . . 

My . I from my parents hav© at length obtain’d 
Permission to do this ; the rising sun • 

Will see our vessel wafted frewsi this shore. 
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Eu. Auspicious be the clay to thee ! . . . Could' i 
Know thou wert really happy ! . . . ’Ti» in truth-' 

A cruel and a mortifying joy, 

That thou dost manifest in leaving us . . . 

Yet, if it please 'thcc> I will weep, though mute, 
With thy afflicted mother . . . 

My. Whevefore thus 

My heart already too assailable , 

Dost thou assail ? Why force me thus to weep ? . . , 
Eu. Oh ! how can I suppress my bursting tears . . 
This is the last time that I shall behold, 

And shall embrace thee. Thou forsakest me 
With many years bow’d down, and still more bow’d 
With wretchedness. 1 shall he in my grave 
At thy return, if that should ever be : 

Some tears, 1 hope that, . . . thou at least wilt give . • 
To the remembrance . . . of thy Euryclca . . . 

My. For pity’s sake ... oh ! ... quit me ; . * . or al 
least 

Be silent. — 1 command thee, hold thy peace* 

It is my duty now to be to all 
Inflexible; and chiefly to myself,— 

This is a day sacred to nuptial yoy . 

Oh, if thou e’er hast loved me, I require 
Of thee to-day the last hard proof of this; 

Restrain thy tears, , and mine*. — I see already 
My consort coming.— Let all grief be mute, 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Percus y Myrrha , Eurycha. 

Pe . Thy father, Myrrha, hath transported Hie 
With unexpected joy * my destiny, 
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Ji I expected trembling, lie himself 
Cheerfully announced to me as happy, 
vou w»t have it so, by morrow’s dawn, 
t thy command, my sails shall be pnfurl’d. 
pleases me at least, thy parents yield 
.mfentedly and placidly to this: , 

)r me no other pleasure there can be * 
iv e thrft of salhiying thy desires, 

/tli/. Yes, numb-loved consort ; for by this fontf 
name 

\ tread y I accost thee ; if a wish 
dy bosom ever fervently inspired, 

Mow do I wish intensely, nay I will, 

lo-morrow, at the break of day, to part 

/rorn bonce with thee. To find myself at once 

kVith thee alone; no longer to behold 

3ne of the many objects in my sight. 

jo long the witnesses, and perhaps the cause, 

)f my distress ; to sail in unknown seas j 
r.i land in countries hitherto unseen; 

Vo breathe a fresh invigorating air ; 
ind evermore to witness at my side, 
earning with exulta*4on, and with love, ’ 

: spouse like thee ; all this, I a» 5 convinced, 

Vili renovate me soon a second time * * 
lb be what once I Was. Less Irksome, then, 
trust that I shall be to thee. Meanwhile 
d ' state wiil stand in need of some indulgence; 

HU, be assured that this will not last long. 

grief', if no- r to my mind recalled, 

V ill be eradicated soon* Do tfiou, 
u my abandon’d and paternal realm, * 
mv disconsolate and childless parents, 
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In short, of nothing, that was once my own, 

Once precious to my heart, ever remind me, 

Nor even breathe to me their thrillin^mmcs. 

This, this will be^the only remedy 
That will for ever staunch the bitter fount 
Of my perpetual and horrible tears. 

Pc. Strange anti unparalleled is thy design, 

Oh Myrrha : ah may heave*%in merq§ grant* 

That thou may’st not, when *tis too late, repent it ! 
Yet though my heart the flattering thought admits 
not 

Of being dear to thee, I am resolved 
Blindly t’ accomplish every wish of thine. 

Provided that my dgstiny decree 

That I should ne’er be worthy of thy love, 

My life, which only for thy sake 1 keep, 

(That life which I had sacrificed already 
With my own hand, if I had been to-day 
Forced to relinquish thee) this life of mine, 

Since for this sacred purpose thou hast deign’d 
To make a choice of me, I consecrate 
For ever to thy grief.— -To weep with thee, 

If thou desire it; with festivity,* 

And mirthful sports, to make the time pass by 
With lighter wings, attd cheat thee of thy cares; 
With strenuous watchfulness, t* anticipate 
All thy desires ; to shew myself at all times, 
Whichever most thou wishest me to be, 

Consort, protector, brother, friend, or servant ; 
Behold, to what I pledge myself: in this, 

And this alone, my glory aiid my life 
Will all be centred. Yet, by tli ; s unmoved, 

If thou canst never low? me, still, methinks; 
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I cannot be the object of thy hate. 

My % What say’st thou ? Learn, ah learn better to 
know. 

Better to appreciate thyself and Myrrha! 

To thy so various endowments, thou 
Addest such boundless love, that thou deservest 
A far, far different object to myself. * 
v»Lovc in my bosom will enshrine his fires, 

When he has Scar’d it of its blighting tears. 

And oh, to-day, be pleased to accept it, th&u. 

An ample and indubitable proof 
Of this, that I select thyself alone 
As with medicinable power endow’d 
To heal my bosom’s festering malady ; 

That I esteem thee, that with lofty voice 
1 hail thee as my only true deliverer. 

Pe. Thou dost inflame me with excessive joy : 
Never till now did accents sweet as these 
Flow' from thy beauteous lips : within my heart 

Engraved in characters of fire they live 

Behold the priests, and the hymeneal train, 

And our dear parents, hitherward advance. 

Ah! may this moment be to thee propitious, 

As it hath been the 'brightest of my life. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Priests , Chonts of Children, Virgins, and old Men , 
Cinyras, Cecris, People , Myrrha, Pereus, Euryclea . 

Cin. Beloved children, I infer, at least, 

A joyful augury from seeing 340U r 
Precede us thus to Jhe hymeneal rite# 

On thy face Pereus transports express’d ; 
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And I behold my daughter’s countenance 
Serene and resolute. The immortal gods 
With looks benign assuredly regard u^. 

With copious incense be the altars heap’d ; 
While the full choir with pealing harmony 
Propitiates the gods, and to the skies 
Breathed acceptably forth from hearts devout 
Our loud, and long resounding hymns ascend. 

chorus. 

Hymen, benignant god, brother of Love, 

Of frail humanity the soothing friend. 

On us propitiously do thou descend ; — 

And bid henceforth these happy votaries prove 
A flame so pure from thy inspiring breath. 

That nothing may extinguish it but death. 

CHILDREN. 

'V 

Come to us, Hymen, vrith triumphant jo} 7 , 
Borne on thy brother’s wings descend below ; 

VIRGINS. 

With his own craft deceive the treacherous boy 
Both of his darts, his quiver, and his bow. 

MEN. 

But do thou come #fempt from all his arts, 

His capriceS^i and insidious sighs : 

CHORUS. 

And deign* oh Hyqfien, to unite two hearts, 

In mutual love unntatch’d, v with thy firm ties. 
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Eu, Daughter, what ails thee ? How thou trem- 
blest ? . . . Ah . . . 

AJj Peaf e . , . peace . . . 

Eu. But yet . . , 

My. No, no ; I do not tremble. 

CHORUS. .» § 

1 Motligr sublime of Hymen, and of Love, 

A goddess e’en among the gods art thou ; 

Whose high supremacy in heaven above, • 

Or in the earth, none dare to disavow ; 

From old Olympus* heights, oh Venus, deign 
Upon this pair propitiously to smile ; 

If e’er the rites of this thy sacred isle 
Thy kind protection haply might obtain. 

children. > 

Those peerless charms from thee derive their birth, 
Bestow'd on Myrrha with such lavish wealth ; 

VIRGINS. 

liestoring her once more to joy and health, 

Be pleased to leave ^thy image on the earth; 

OLD MEN. 

Lastly, make her the motll&if* of a race' 

So noble, that their father may confess, 
Grandsires, and subjects, that past wretchedness 
Is all forgotten in their matchless grace. 

ciiorus. 

c 

Benignant goddess, ^gloriously unfold. 

From the pure empyreanV # azure height,— 
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Drawn by thy swans with plumes of downy white, 
Throned in thy chariot of translucent gold, — 

Thy form majesties! : — and by thy side, 

Conduct thy son : — thy veil of roseate bloom — ' 
Cast o’er thy votaries, — pregn&ht with perfume ; — 
And let one spirit o’er two forms preside* — 

Ce. \ es, slaughter, ves, with meek subserviency 
Thou always soughtest to secure the favour # 

Of our all-powerful goddess . . . Rut, alas ! . . ♦ 

Thy countenance changes ? . . . Thou art faint, and 
trembling? . 

And scarce thy faltering knees . . • 

My, For pity’s &ikc, 

Do not, oh mother, with thy accents bring 
My constancy to too severe a test. 

I cannot answ er for my countenance ; . • • 

But this I know, the purpose ot my heart 
Is steady and in^nUtable. 

Eiu bor lje r 

I feel as if my very life would fail. 

Pe, Ah ! more and more her countenance is trou- 
bled i • 

Whence is this tremofr Which assaults my frame ?— 

CHORUS. 

Pure faith, and concord lasting and benign, 

Have in the bosom of this lofty pair 
Irrevocably placed their sacred shrine ; 

And fell Afec$0 would in vain repair 
To trouble With her torch’s lurid glare 
The lovely bjfide’f firm and unswerving heart ; 
And deadly Qiscord, frantic with despair, 
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Himself consumes, ana curses Ins weak art, 

And om the noble pair all powers malign depart* 
My. What is ife that ye say ? My heart already 
By all the baneful furies is assaulted. 

See them ; the rabid sisters round me .glare 
w With sable torches, <£nd,whh snaky scourge; 

Behold such torches as this Hymen merits • . . 

Cm. Oh heaven ! what do I hear l 
Cc . My child, thou ravest * * . 

Pc. Oh fatal rites ! ye ne’er shall be perform’d . . . 
My. But what ? The hymns have ceased ? . , , Who 
to his breast 

Thus clasps me ? Where am I? What have I said? 
Am l a spouse already ? . . . 

Pe» Thou art not, 

My rrha, .espoused ; nor shalt thou ever*be 
The spouse Pereus, to thee I sWcar. 

Not less intense, but different to thinfe, 

The execrable furies tear my heart. 

Thou hast made me a derision to the world. 

And to myself, e’en more then Pm to thee. 

An object of jibhorfenctir^ I for this 

Will not make thee unhappy. Thott hast now*, 

Though ’gainst thy will, fully betray’d*thyself : 

And thou hast finally beyond all doubt 
Divulged the invincible and long aversion 
Which thou hast cherish’d towarcj^mOi Vte are 
happy, f 

That thou hast thus betray’d thyself in, tithe. 

Now from the self-imposed and bi&^yoke 
Art thou released for ever. Safe afr thou. 

And from all ties Qxempt^. henceforth will I 
YOL. III. P 
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Remove for ever from thy troubled sight 
My odious presence . . . Satisfied, and happy, 

Thou by my means shalt be . . . and thou ^re Io g 
Shalt learn the last resource that did remain 
lor one, who, hoping to obtain thee, lost thee. 

' SCENE THJ&'FOUItTH. 

Cinyras , Mijrrha , Cecris , Eurycha, Priests , C Horns, 
People. 

Cin. The rite is now profaned ; hence, hence this 
pomp, 

This ineffectual pomp: let the hymns cease. 
Meanwhile, oh priests, withdraw elsewhere. — I will, 
(A wretched father) weep at least unseen. 

SCENIC THE FIFIir. 

Cinyras , Myrrlia , Cecris , Eueyclea. 

Eiu Ah ! far more dead than living Myrrlia stands ; 
Heboid, I scarcely can support her form. 

Oh daughter ! . . . » t , 

Cin . Ladies, leave h&t to herself 
A prey, and to her own flagitious furies. 

She, with hCr unexampled waywardness, 

Spite of myself, at last hath rentler’d me 
Inflexible and cruel : for her state 
No more 1 feel compassion." She herself. 

Almost against the wishes of her parents, 

Would to the altar come : and this alone 
To overwhelm us w ith her own disgrace and ours ? . . . 
Thou too Compassionate, deludedMnother, 

Leave her : if hitherto ve were not stern, 
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The day at length is come to be so. 

My.' Yes. 

v TLs sit should be: Cinyras, be thou 
With me inexorable: for nought else 
1 wish ; nought else I will. Ile^ie alone 
Can terminate all the disquietudes* 

Of an unhappy and unworthy daughter.— 

That jyhich is now dependent at thy side . . . 

That vengeful sword . . . plunge it within my breast . .. 
Thou gav’st to me this wretched hated lift.’, 

Take thou it from me : lo 1 the last, last gift 
For which 1 supplicate thee . . . Ah, reflect. 

That if thyself, and with thy own right hand, 

Do not destroy me, thou reservest me... 

. . . And for nought else*. . , to perish by my own. 
Ciiim O daughter ! . . . 

Ce. Oh unutterable anguisl 
Ah ! thou’rt a father ; thou a father art ; . . . 
Wherefore exasperate her ? ... Is she not 
Sufficiently afflicted ? . . . Thou seest clearly 
That she is scarce the mistress of herself; 

Her reason sinks beneath her mighty anguish, . . 
Eu. Oh Myrrhs * • • daughter . . . dost thou hear 
me not ? 

My tears , . . prevent . * . my utterance /. . 

Cin. Oh state ! , , * 

By such a terrible sight I am o’ercomc 
Ah yes, I am e’en yet tdo much a father: 

And of all fathers most unfortunate ... 

Already by compassion more than rage 

Am I possess’d. I will betulie myself 

Elsewhere to weep% Watch ye meanwhile o’er her. — 
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When she has regain’d her reason, speedily, 

She afterwards must hear her father speak. 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Cecrix My rrh a , Euryclea . 

Eu. Ah see, ‘once more, her senses she resumes .. . 
CV. Leave me alone with lier, good Euryclea ; 

I would speak to her. 

SCENE THE SEVENTH. 

Ceci ls, Myrrh a. 

My. Is my father gone ? . ? . 

He then, he will not kill me? Ah, do thou 
In pity, mother, give to me a sword; 

Ah yes if there indeed remains in thee 
The shadow of regard for me, a sword. 

Give me thyself w ithout delay. I am 
In full possession, of my faculties; 

And well I know the mighty consequence 
Of this my fervent prayer : ah trust for once 
My judgment ; trust it #hiie there yet is time : 
Thou wilt repent hereafter, but in vain, 

If thou to-daty grantest me not a sword. 

CV. Eeloved child, ... oh heaven ! . . . assuredly 
From grief thou raves t— From thy mother thou 
Would’st never ask a swordh . . — Now, let us speak 
No more of nuptial rites : a strength of mind 
Not to be para ! lel’d,.hath led thee Qfl 
To accomplish what thou promisedst ; but, ah ! 
StrongeiHman tlrtm was nature : fervently 
Foi this I thank the gotk. Thou e’er shalt be 
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Clasp’d in the arms of thy indulgent mother : 
And if to eternal tears thou’rt seif-condenm’d, 

I will weep also evermore with thee. 

Nor ver, even lor an instant, leave thee: 

We will be one in all things; e’en thy grief! 
Since it will not abandon thee, will I 
Appropriate to myself. And tlnfu shall find 
In me a sister, rather than* a mother . . . 

But what, oh heaven, is this ? . . . Beloved child, . 
Art thou incensed 'gainst me ? . . . repellyst inc ? . 
Kei’u&cst to embrace me? . . . and dost dart 
Indignant and exasperated looks . . . 

Alas! . . .oh daughter,. . .e’en towards thy mother? . 

Mi) . Ah! too much :i increases my despair, 
Even the seeing thee : •thou, more and more, 
Kendc;:t my rt wj'm hoa embraced me . . . 
Alas ! . . . wimt do 1 say ? . . . Beloved mother ! . . . 
A vile, flagitious, and unworthy daughter 
Am I, who love deserve not. Leave thou me 
To my dire destiny ; or it’ thou feel 
For me true pity, 1 repeat it to thee. 

Kill me. 

CV. Ah, rather I should kill myself, 

If I were doom’d to lose thee : cruel daughter ! 
Canst thou speak to me, and repeat to nie 
So horrible a wish ? — Bather, will 1 * 

From this hour forth perpetually watch 
Over thy life. 

Mi/. Thou, thou o’er my life watcli ? 

Must I, at every instant, 1, behold thee ? 

Thou evermore before my e^es ? Ah first, 

I will that these sjyne eyes of mine J>e closed 
In everlasting darkness : I myself 



542 


MVRRH A. 


With these my very handsVould pluck them first 
From my own forehead . . . 

Ce. What say’st thou ? ... oh heaven ! . . . 

Thou mak’st me shudder. Tlien thou hatest r> e ? . . . 

My. Thou first, ♦thou sole, fatal, eternal cause 
Of all my wretchedness . . , 

Ce- What vorck are these ? . . . 

Oh daughter ! ..* I the Cause ? . , . But see thy tears 
Gush forth in torrents • . . 

My. Pqrdon, pardon me ! . . . 

It is not I that speak ; an unknown power 
Rules my distemper’d organs . . . Dearest mother ! 
Too much thou lovcst me ; and I . . . 

Ce. Dost thou 
Deem me the cause ? 

My. Yes, thou, alas! hast been 
In giving life to such an impious wretch 
The cai^se of all my w oes ; and art so still. 

If thou refusest now to take it from me ; 

Now' that I importune thee for this deed 
So fervently. There yet is time for this ; 

Yet I am innocent . . • almost . . . — But oh ! 

Against such agonies . . . my languid frame . . - 
No more bears up . . . — My strength, . . , my senses 
fqjl ... 

Ce. To thy ^apartments suffer me to lead tlice. 
Thou need’st some cordial to restore thy strength. 
This transient frenzy, trust me, hath arisen 
From too long fasting. Ah, come thou ; in me 
Fully confide ; I, I alone will serye tjiee. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Cinyras. 

Oin . Oh, ill-starr’d, wretched Pescus ! Too true 
lover!... * 

All* nad l been more swift in my arrival, 

Thou hadst not then perchance against thy breast 
The lata! weapon aim'd. — When he knows this, 
What will become of his disconsolate father ? 
Espoused and joyful he expected him ; 

Now will he see him brought before his eyes. 

Slain by his own hands, an inanimate corse* — 

But I, alas ! am I then less than he 
Disconsolate as a father ? And is this life, 

This state, in which, amid atrocious furies. 

The frantic Myrrha languishes l This life. 

To which we’re doom’d by her mysterious pangs?- — 
Yet will I question her ; and I have arm'd 
My heart in iron mail. She well deserves 
(And this she knows) my anger ; as a proof 
She tardily obeys* my summons hither : 

Yet my command hath she already he^rd 
By the third messenger. — Assuredly *■ 

Beneath these pangs of her's there is conceal'd 
Some mystery no less dreadful than important. 

I, from her lips, will now hear all the truth, 

Or never, never more will I henceforth 
Admit her to my presence . But, oh heaven, 

If she’s condemned to everlasting tgars, 

Though innocent, by force of destiny, 
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And by the anger <of offended gods. 

Should I to such calamities as these 

Add the displeasure of ftdatber ? . . . Should I, 

Despairing, and despised, abandon her . 

To lingering death 4 ? . . . Alas, at such a thought 
My heart would tyreak • . . But, yet, in part, at least, 
5 Tis indispensable tfiat I should hide, 

Prom her, in tiiis my lastaexperiment, 

My boundless fondness. Never hath she yet 1 
Heard me address her in reproachful terms : 

No maiden'sarely hath a heart so firm 
As may suffice to hear without emotion 
The uuaccuslmiA’d menace of. a. father. — 

At length she comes. — Alas, how she approaches 
With tardy and reluctant steps! It seems 
As if she came to expire before my eyes. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

CinyraSy Myrrha . 

Chi . — Myijpfihjhl never, never could have thought 
That thou reg^dedst not thy father’s honour ; 

Thou hast too certainly of this convinced me 
On this day fatal to us all : but yet 
That thou should’st now reluctantly obey 
Th 5 express/rep-eated summons of thy father. 

E’en this was less expected than the other. 

Mj/' « * - Thou of my life art arbiter supreme . . . 

I did implore from thee . . . myself* . . erewhile . . . 
And on this very spot, . . ..the punishment . . . 

Of my so "many, . . . and enormous faults . . . 

In the presence of my rhother ; . . . wherefore then 
Didgt tnou not kill me! ... 
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Cin. It is time, oh Mytrha, 

Yes it is time to alter thy deportment. 

In vain thou utterest accents of despair ; 

In vai despairing, and confounded looks 

Thou hxest on the ground. Through all thy grief 

Alas, too evidently shame appears 

Guilty thou fed’st thyself. Thy heaviest fault 

Is thy concealment with tliyf father: hence 

Ilis anger thoroughly thou meritest; 

And that the partial and indulgent love • 

I bore to thee, my dear and only daughter. 
Henceforth should cease. — But what? thy tears gush 
forth ! 

Thou trcmblest ! shudderest ! . . . and thou art silent ! 
Would then thy father’s linger be to thee 
An insupportable infliction ? 

My* Ah ! . . . 

Worse** . . than the worst of deaths . .. 

Cin . Hear me. — Thou hast 
Itender’d thy parents, as thou hast thyself* 

A fable to the world, by tli* untoward Issue 
To which thou’st brought these rites desired by thee. 
Thy cruel insult has cut short already 
The days of vvretelmd Pereus ... 

My. What do I hear ? • 

Cm. Yes, Pereus dies; and thou liast murder’d 
him. 

Soon as he left our presence, he withdrew*. 

Alone, and by mute anguish overwhelm’d. 

To his apartments: no man durst pursue him; 

And I arrived too late ... He lay, transfix’d 

By his own dagger, jn a sea of blood 

To me, his eyes bedimm’d witji tears, and death, * 

.? 2 
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He raised ; . . * iand, ’mid Ills latest sighs, lie breathed 
r I he name of Myrrlm from his lips. — Ungrateful . . . 

My. Ah, say no more to me ... I, I alone 
Deserve to breathe my last . . . And yet I lb i ? . . . 

Cin. The horrid anguish of the wretched sire 
Of Pcreul, I alone can comprehend, 

I who at onoe am wretched and a father : 

Hence l’m aware what'how must be his rage, i 
His hatred, and his thirst to wreak on us 
A just an/1 bitter vengeance. — Hence, not moved 
By terror of his arms, but by a just 
Compassion for his son, I am resolved 
To know from thee, as doth befit a father 
Offended and deceived, (and at all risks 
Do I insist on this) the real cause 
Of such a horrible catastrophe — 

Myrrha, in vain would’st thou conceal it from me : 
Thou by thy each least gesture art betray’d.— 

Thy broken words ; the changes of thy face, 

Now dyed with scarlet, and with hues of death 
Now blanch’d ; |hy mute and bosom-heaving sighs ; 
The lingering hectic that consumes thy frame ; 

Thy restless glances stol’n and indirect ; 

Thy dumb confusion ; and the cleaving shame, 

Th’ instinctive consciousness that ne’er forsakes 
tiled : . . . 

Ah ! all that I behold in thee persuades me, 

And ineffectually would’st thou deny it, 
r I hat these thy furies are th’ effects of love. 

My. Of love ? . . . Ah* think it not ! . . . Thou art 
deceived. 

Cin, The m 9 re that thou densest it, the more 
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I am convinced of this- *And 1, alas l 
Am but too well assured, that this thy flame, 

Which thou so pcrtinaciou>ly dost hide, 

To so ne degrading object owes its birth. 

i) ly, Alas ! . . . why thus deliberate ? . . . Thou wilt 
not 

Destroy me with thy sword anil thou mean- 
while ... • 

DcstrSyest me with words • . . 

Cin. And darest thou # 

Assert to pie that thou’rt untouch’d by love ? 

And should ’st thou say it to me, and e’en dare 
Also to swear it, I should deem thee perjured.— 
And who is ever worthy of thy heart. 

If Pereus, true, incomparable lover, 

Could not indeed obtain it ? — But so fierce 
Are thy emotions ; . . . such thy agitation ; 

So conscious and so passionate thy shame ; 

And in such terrible vicissitudes 
The conflict of these passions is engraved 
Upon thy countenance, that all iq| vain 
Thy lips deny the charge . . . 

Mi/. Ah, would 'st thou then . ^ . 

E’en in thy presence . . • make me . • • die ... of 
shame ? . . . 

And thou art a father ? . . . 

Cm . And would’st thou w ith cruel, 

Inflexible, and unavailing silence, 

Poison, and prematurely terminate 
The days of a fond father who loves thee 
Ear better than himself — Prr\yet a father ; 

Banish thy fear ; yhatever be thy icjve, 

(So that 1 once might see thee happy) I, ^ 
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If thou confess it to me, forcthy sake, 

Am capable of any sacrifice. 

I have seen, and I still see (wretched daughter) 
The struggle generous and horrible ; 

Which tears thy heart to pieces betwixt love 
And duty. Thou, hast done too much already. 
To sense of right self-sacrificed, but love, 

More powerful than thysedf, forbids the offering. 
Passion may be excused ; its impulses 
, Oft foil ourjbesl endeavours to resist them; 

But to withhold thy secret from thy father, 

Who prays for, who commands, thy confidence. 
Admits of no excuse. 

My. — Oh death ! 0I1 death ! 

Whom I so much invoke, wilt tl;ou still be 
Deaf to my grief? . . . 

Cin. Ah daughter, try to calm, 

Ah try to calm thy heart : if thou wilt not 
Make me hereafter more incensed against thee, 

I am already almost pacified; 

Provided thou wiltnspeuk to me. — Ah speak 
To me, as to a brother. Even I 
Love by experience know ; . . . The name • . . 
My, Oh heaven ! . . . 

I love, yes ; since thou forcest me to say it ; 

1 desperately lo\e, and love in vain. 

But who’s the object of that hopeless passim)* 
"Nor thou, nor any one, shall ever know : 

He knows it not himself . . . and even I 
To my own consciousness almost deay 
The fatal secret. 

Cin. And I will, and ought 
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To wrest it from thy keeping. Nor canst thou 

Be cruel to thyself, except thou be 

At 4 he same time still more so to thy parents, 

Who thee a’dorc, thee only. — Speak, ah speak.— 
Thou seest already from an angr^i father 
That 1 become a weeping, kneeling suppliant: 

Thou canst not die without conde*mmg us 
To share thy tomb. — He, whosoe’er he be, 

Whonf thou dost love, I will that he he thine. 

A monarch’s foolish pride can never tear m 
The affection of a father from my breast. 

Thy love, thy hand, my realm, may well convert 

The lowest individual to a rank 

Lofty and noble : and I feel assured 

That lie whom thou coukl’st love, could never be 

Wholly unworthy, though of humble birth. 

1 do conjure thee, speak : at all events, 

I wish thee saved. 

My. Saved f ... Of what dost thou dream ? . . . 
These very words accelerate my death . . . 

Let me, for pity’s sake, ah let me tjipckly 
For ever . . drag myself. . from thee . • • 

Cin. Oh daughter 

Sole, and beloved ;"Oh what say’st thou ? Ah ! 
Come to thy father’s arms. — Oh heaven ! t Like one 
Distract, and frantic, thou repellest nfe ? 

Thou then dost hate thy father ? and dost thou 
Burn with so vile a passion that thou fearest . . . 

My. Ah no, it is not vile ; . . . my flame is guilty £ 
Nor ever . . 

Cin. What is this thou say^st ? . . . Guilty ? 
Provided that thy jyre condemn it n<jt. 



15# 


MYRRH A* 


It cannot be : reveal it. 

My, Thou would’st see 
Even that sire himself with horror shudder, 

If it were known to . . . C-inyras . . • 

Cin, \Vhat do I' hear ? 

My, What hare I said ? . . . Alas ! . . . 

I know not what I say ... I do not love . . . 

Ah, think it not ; oh nol • . » Ah, suffer me, 

I for the last time fervently conjure thee 
To hastemfrom thy presence. 

Cm. Hard of heart ! . . . 

Now, by exasperating thus my rage 
With ihy fantastic mtjpds, by trifling thus 
With my excessive grid', eternally 
Now hast thou forfeited thy* fat tier’s love. 

My, Oli cruel, bitter, and ferocious menace ! . . 
Now in the anguish of my dying gasp, 

Swiftly approaching ... to my pangs so dire, 

So various, and so fierce, will now be added 
The cruel execration of a father ! . . . 

I shall die far from thee . . . and die unpitied ! . . . 
How fortunate my mother ! . . * She, at least, 
Press’d in thy arms . . . may breathe . . . her latest 
sigh • . . 

Cin. Wivit would’st thou say to me ? . . . What 
dreadful light 

Breaks from these words ! . . . Thou impious, per- 
chance . . . 

My . Oh heaven ! . . * what have I said indeed ? . . . 
Alas ! 

Oh wretched me ! . . . Where cm l ? • . Whither novr 
Shall I betake tnyself ? Where shall i die ? — 
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But now thy dagger may bestead me ! ... 1 

Cin. Daughter ! . . . 

What hast thou done ? My dagger . . . 

Mr, Lo % ! ... to thee . . . 

1 now restore it ... I at least possess’d 
A hand as swift and desperate as my tongue. 

Cin. I’m petrified . . . with fear*. . . find agony, 
With pity . . . and with ragfi . . . ' 

My. Oh Cinyras ! . . . 

Thou . . . seest me . . . now . . . expiring . Jn thy pre- 
sence . . . 

I have . . at once . . succeeded . . to avenge 
Thee . . . and myself. . . to punish . — Thou thy- 
self,.. * 

By dint of violence, . from my heart . . . didst 
wrest . . . 

The Horrid secret . . But since . . with my life ; • 

It parted . . from my lips, . . 1 die . . less guilty , . 

Cin , Oh crime ! ... oh agony l — To whom my 
tears ? — 

My, Ah, weep not thou ; . . 1 merit not thy tears . ♦ 
Slum my contagious presence ; . . and conceal , . 
From Cecris . . ever . . 

Cin . W retchedest of fathers ! . . 

And docs the gaping earth not burst asunder 
To swallow me alive ? . . I dare not ifow 
Approach the dying and flagitious damsel ; . . 

Yet how can I abandon utterly 
My immolated daughter ? * . 


1 She suddenly seizes the dagger of he$ father, and stab# 
ImeJf with it. 
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SCENE THE THIRD* 

Cecrisy Euryclody Cinyras % MijrrJ.a . 

Ce . By the shrioks 
Of death brought Jiither . . 

Cin. Do not thou advance . • 1 
Oh heaven ! . . ** ‘ 

Cc. To my daughter’s side . ; 

My. Oh voice ! . * t * 

Eu . Ah spectacle of horror ! On the earth 
Myrrha lies weltering in her blood ! . . 

Cc. My daughter ! . , 

Ccn. Stop. ' 

Cc. Murder’d ! . . How ? By whom ? . . I will be- 
hold her , • 

Cin . Ah stop, . . and hear with terror . . By my 
dagger 

She, with her own hand, lias transpierced herself* • 
Cc* And dost thou thus desert tliy daughter ? . . Ah! 
I will myself . . 

Cin . She is no more our daughter. 

With an incestuous and horrid ipve 
She burn’d for . . Cinyras . . 

Ce. Whatdo I hear ? — * 

Oh crime ! . . c 

Cin. All come ! I pray thee let us go. 

To die \yith agony and shame elsewhere. 

Cc. Impious ! . . <wOh daughter ! 


1 He runs to meet Cecris, and preventing her from ad- 
vancing, he intercepts from tier the sight of Myrrha dying. 
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Cm. Ah come ! . . . • 

Cc. Ah unhappy ! . . 

Nor ever more Embrace her ! • „ 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Myrrha, Eumclea .* 

My. When I ask’d . . 

It , . of fliee, * . thou, . . oh Euryclea, . . then • . 
Shouldest . . have given . . to my hands . . ajsword: . . 
I had died . . guiltless ; . . guilty . . now . . I die! 


& 

1 She is dragged away by Cinyras, 
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Scene, — The Tempi© of Concord ; afterwards t 
Curia of Pompey, in Rome. 


ACT THE FIRST* 

SCEN© THE IIRST. 

*, It 

Cevsar, Anthony , Cicero, Brutus , Cassius, Cimh 
Senators , all staled. 

C<r. The dictator of Rome, illustrious fathers, 
To an assembly summons you to-day* 

, Tis true, that Caesar seldom hitherto 
Hath thus collected you : the cause of this 
Alone hath risen from our commoii foes, 

Who \yodd not suffer me to quit irty arm© 

Till 1 had first discomfited their ranks 
With indefatigable promptitude, 

E*en from the 13eti$ to Egyptian Nile* 

«At length Tis grantf&to me to enjoy 
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The privilege, which, morfe than all things else, 

1 coveted, in Ih?me to avail myself 
Of Roman spnse; and having first, restore^ 
Rome to herself, to take advice fr&m you 
Touching her welfare. — She, fro m* civil broils 
At length is respited ; and now Ris-time 
That every citizen on Tiber’s bank's ' v>. 
Should reassume his, rights ; # and hence I hope 
That envious caluopiy may cqiuse to rail. 

Rome is not, no, fas ly fog fhtne reports,)- 
Tn any wise impair'd : at her sole name. 

Betwixt the Tagus and Euphrates, *twixt 
The adust Siena arid the ultimate, t v 
Unknown, sequester’d, 1 hyperborean isle * 
Of Albion, at h£r hame ablations tremble. 

And ^ince o’er Crassus* he has beep victorious. 
Far more the Parthian fears ; the Parthian^ 
Which at hfe victory, unlooked-for, stands 
In blank astonishment, and fearing for it 
Chastisement from yourselves. To consummate 
Rome’s glory, nothing elde is 1 wanting now 
Except to shew to Parthia and the world, 

That there those Keenan soldiers (who required 
A Roman leader by the thirst of conquest , 

And noUof gold, impell’d) were only shiny 
And nof, subdued . >To wipe off this disgrace. 
And to conduct to Rome the Parthian king 
In fetters t^ound, or in the attempt to die, ' , •» 

I now &|drcss fnyself. To treat merely ^ 

Of such a war, I have assembled ybu, ; % 
Here, in tliife temple of auspicious name : 

May We infer from ?t ajoyful gpien m 9 • 

Yes, unanimity among us all 4 t 
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Will l>e the only and authentic pledge 
Of our success. Wherefore do I exhort 
And counsel you to this. Our country’s honour 
Summon A us thither with imperious voice, t 
Where her unconquer’d eagles have received 
Intolerable insist : and that honour 
Doth for>th6 present absolutely silence 
All lesser impulses of £very heart* 

The multitude collected in the forum 

Burns forrevenge ; frdm thence may each of us 

Their imprecations hear ; from us they seek. 

And will perforce obtain it, punishment 
On the presumptuous Parthiafts. Hence should wi 
Waving all other subjects, first resolve 
Ho^ best this punishment 4 may be inflicted. 

I first then challenge, from the flower of Rome, 
(And with a Homan joy I see that challenge 
Accepted almost ere it is proinulged,) 

That hearty and unanimous consent. 

From whose reverberation speedily 
Each foe of Rome will be dispersed or slain. 

Cim, With so much wonder is my heart o’ci 
whelm’d, , J 

Hearing of this unanimous consent. 

That I first answer here, though I infringe 
Rigid prescription, younger than so many. 

To us to-day then, who have been already 
Miite by compulsion for so many years, 

To us is liberty of speech to-day 
Restored. *1 first then will attempt to speak; 

I, who beheld great Cato in my arms 
In Utica expigs. Ah^were my thoughts 
E^ual to his ! If not: m loftiness, 

y 
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ley may be similar in brevity, 
ther abuses, other enemies, 
nd other wrongs, far less endurable^ / 
re Rouj! bestows a thought upon tin 
lie ought to punish first. The massac\ 
f Rome, e'en from the Gracchi to fhis fime, 
7 ould furnish matter for a copious tale, 
er forujn and her temples, Rome has seen 
ler dwellings not less saqred, whelm’d in blood 
Vith this is Italy, with this her seas '* 

re all defiled. What portion is there now 
f Rome’s vast empire with the waste of blood 
ot reeking ? Is this by the Partisans spill’d ?— 
he formerly goo^ citizens; are changed 
o butchering ruliians ; to atrocious swords 
lie necessary ploughs ; the sacred laws 
o chains and implements of punishment ; 

The generals to ferocious despots : thus 
Vhat more remains to suffer ? what to fear ? 
then assert, that, to their pristine state, 
he aught is done, all things should be restored 
\nd Rome should be regenerate ere avenged. 
Va easy process to her genuine sons. 

An. I, consul, speak ; to me it now belongs : 
et him not speak, or if he speak be heard, 

V ho to the idle winds doth bellow forth 
Iis pompous imbecillities. — Oh fathers, 
a that which our invincible dictator 
foposes to us now, ’tis my opinion 
Although for private ends he may propose it) 
t is not so much question to restore 
|ome to its pristine gfory, as to urge * 
o that on which the safety, pouter of Rome, 
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In short her very being doth depend. 

Did e’er a Roman leader unavenged 
In battle fall ? Did e’er our ancestors* ; 

Endure the opprobrium of an adverse battl y 
Without retaliation ? Hostile heads 
By thousands al’id by thousands did they not 
Atone, cut off for ever f y Roman corse ? 

Shall Rome now, suffer that, since the confive* 

Of earth and her supremacy are one, 

Which s?ic would ne’er endure when limited 
Within the boundaries of Italy ? 

And to her glory ^rant that she were deaf ; 

Grant that we suffered with impunity 
The Parthian tribes their victory to enjoy ; 

From such a precedent w'hat obloquy. 

And more, what injury, would not accrue 
To Rome ? — A numerous and a warlike people 
Dwell ’twixt the Parthian frontiers and our own. 
Who, who would bridle them, if it should cease. 
The salutary terror of our amis ? 

Germany, Greece, Illyria, Macedon, 

Gaul, Britain, Africa, Iberia, Egypt, 

These martial tribes, which outraged and overcome. 
On every side surround us ; v* ould they serve 
Un war like Rome ? No, not a day, ... an hour ! 
Imperiously, besides your honour, then, 

An incontestable necessity 

Impels to Asia, to make war against it, 

Our haughty eagles. For the enterprise 
It now alone remains to chuse the leader. 

But who would venture to propose himself 
In Ca v sar’s presence ? Let us* chuse another. 

On the condition, ^at in conquests, he, 

' t 
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In finish'd wars, in victories, in triumphs, 

Surpasses Caesar, or that lie alone 
In battle equals him* Of what avail 0 
Is crcepiv'lg envy ? Cicsar, now, and, Rome, 

Are but one object by two names express'd ; 

Since Caesar doth alone for Rome assert,* 

For Rome maintain, the empire of the world* 

Then hejis now his country’s open toe, 

And a base miscreant, who would dare prefer, 
Envious, his private ends, minute and abject. 

To the common greatness and security. 

Cas. I am that miscreant then, yes, I am he. 
Whom he, that is a traitor, calls a traitor. 

I am the first to be so ; Tis.my boast ; 

*Since Caesar now and Rome are but one thing 
Call'd by two names. Who to the purpose speaks 
Speaks briefly Others let them here repeat, 

In servile, artful, and unmeaning accents, 

The name of country : if there now remain 
For us a country, to the senators 
It doth belong over her state to watch : 

Tills in their name do I asseverate ; 

But to true senators; Amt not like these. 

Convened fortuitously ; tor a vain form , 
Summon’d to ridicule ; and not like thes’fc 
Intimidated and encircled round 
By bullies and bribed satellites ; and not 
[Almost beheld and heard by citizens 
Bought and corrupted by their demagogues. 

Who feed them with vain words . t Is this a people ? 

This, that no other liberty esteems 

Or knows, except to bS an obstacle 

^To all that’s great and good, to a shield 

To all abuser? We now are fold to look 
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Amid the gladiatorial spectacles. 

Or from the tribute of corn-bearing Egypt, 

For llomt’s lost majesty**' From such a race 
First may we see the senate purged, and tl en 
May each of us bc heard. My sentiments 
Meanwhile i think it fitting to premise ; 

And ’tis, that there should be.no dictator, 

Since we are not at war; that there should tie 
Just consuls chosen ; a just senate form’d ; 

And that the forum should again behold 
Just people and authentic tribunes. Then 
Homo may deliberate on the Parthian war ; 

Then, when by symptoms manifest, once more 
Rome by true Romans may be recognized. 

While of her former state we see a shadow. 

Her true and few remaining sons for her 
Will loyally to the utmost of their power 
Exert themselves, now her so many foes 
’Gainst her to the utmost of their power are leagued. 

Cic. A son, and not ungrateful son, of Rome, 
More than myself I love her : and that day 
When from the impious hand of Catiline 
I rescued her, Rome hail'd m6' as her father. 
Remembering this, the sweet tears yet I feel 
Of gratitude' and tenderness suffuse 
My swimming eyes. The public happiness, 

True peace, and liberty, have ever been, 

And are, my wish. Could 1 for Rome alone. 

And as I’ve always lived for her, expire ! 

Oh what will be my^gain, if for her sake 
Consumed, this remnant of a painful life 
I to her peace devote 1 I speak sincerely; 

My hoary hairs may' well Obtain belief. 

My language doth not tend to exasperate 
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Him on the one hand, wlfom disdain, though just, 
Already has enough in soul embitter'd. 

From many,and iong-sutfcr'd injuries ; 

Nor, on the other hand, to adulate 
The already sovereign arrogance Af him 
Who deems himself without competitor 
I speak to reconcile the goo^l of Rome 
^ (If it be possible) with that of all-. 

We have already for*# long time seen 
The ill effects among us of the sword, 

Unholiiy laid bare. The names alone 

Of the ringleaders who infringed the laws 

Were changed, their aim unvarying, and Qgch one 

Added to the accumulating ills 

Of the oppress’d republic. Who among us 

Sincerely loves hi* country ; who in heart. 

Notin words only, is a citizen; 

Now my example let him imitate. 

Amid the rancour, bidden and profound, 

The mamicst utiocious enmities ; 

Aiuid the brandish'd swords, (if once again 
The raging furies venture to unsheathe them,) 

Let each of us expose Ins breast unarm'd. 

Thus will these frantic and discordant spirits 
Be laid at rest, or we alone shall fall • * 

Slam b> their cruel swords ; to their disgrace, 

Sole, genuine Romans, we. — i hese are the thoughts. 
The aspirations, and the prayers are these 
Oi one, a Roman citizen ; do ye 
All listen to him equally : and who 
With too much gimy is already* lad eft, 

Let him not tarm*h iff, or lose it quite,* 

By trying to no pui^ose togaii>*more : 

VOL. Ill# Q 


4 
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And who with envy sees ariother’s glory, 

Let him remember that not envious thoughts. 

But lofty emulation in the contest r 

Of real virtue, can alone augment 

His own pretensions, and without a stain, ' 

And laudably, diminish those of others. 

But since at hibmtf there doth so much remain 
To occupy our thoughts 1 ,' I deem that we 
Ought, for the present, to let Parthian wars 
To ng&rer interests yield. Ah, may Rome bo 
Harmonious by our means, and recomposed ! 

And may the Partisans at one glance from her. 

And whatever foreign foes she may possess. 

All disappear, like clouds before the wind. 

Bru « Cimber, and Cassiifs. and great Cicero, 
Their lofty Roman sentiments, so like 
True Romans have announced, that nought remains 
For him succeeding them to say of Rome. 

Nought now remains except to Speak of him 
Who in himself has centred Rome, and now 
E’en deigns not to dissemble it. — To thee, 

Caesar, since Rome in thee alone exists, 

1 of thyself will speak, and not of Rome. 

1 love thee not, and this thou knowest, thou 
Who lov'sfr not Rome ; sole cause I do not love thee : 
I do not envy thee, because no more 
I dyerfi myself inferior to thee, 

Sin t ce thou’rt become inferior to thyself : 

I do not fear thee, Caesar, since Pm always 
Ready to die rather than be a slave ; 

And, finally, i hate tkee not, because 
In nothing do l fear thee. — No^ then, hea 
Brutus alone ; to hfcnaloi^e yield faith ; 
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Not to thy servile consul, who so long 
By the reflection of thy virtues stands. 

While he with thee thy vices only shares, 

And jecouds and augments them. Thou, oh Caesar, 
Perhaps yet deservest to be savdd ; (I think so ;) 
And I would have it so ; since thou ^o much, 

Wert thou reform’d, migtyt’st benefit thy country: 
Yes, j;hou may'st do it, as thou bast been able 
To injure her so grievously already. 

This thy own people, (Cassius hath erewhile 
Pourtray’d it to tne life,) this thy own people, 

A few days since, did somewhat disenchant 
Thy visions of supreme authority. 

Thou heard’st the cries of popular indignation, 

That day when, as in sport, the majesty 
Of the new consul gallantly attempted 
To round thy forehead with the royal wreath. 

Thou hcard’st all shudder ; and thy regal rage 
Blanch’d thy fiered Countenance. But by thy hand 
The bauble was repell’d, which, in thy heart. 

Thou didst so ardently desire : from hence 
Thou wert assail’d with universal plaudits. 

But these same acclamations of thy people* 

W hich, though in truth not really Homan, were not 
Infatuate as thou hadst wished them, * 

Infix’d a mortal anguish in thy breast. 

That Rome might have a short lived tyranny, 

Thou that day learnedst, but a king . . . no, never ! 
Thou know’st too clearly for thy inward peace. 

That thou art not a citizen : and yet, 

I also see it, that it weighs ufion thee 
To be a tyrant ; aAd for this, 1 thirifc. 

Thou wert not born : thou stje’et now if I hatenhee. 



364 


THE SECOND BRUTUS. 


Reveal thou quickly then, iT thou dost know it, 

To us and to thyself, that which thou think’st, 

That which fhou hop st to be. And learn thou now, 
If thou dost fcnow it not, thou dictator, 

Learn from a chize'h, from Brutus learn, 

That which thpu njeritest to be. Oh Cirsar, 

A ministration far more glorious 

Than that which thou assumest doth await tliep. 

Tyrant of Rome thou covctest to be ; 

Presume, ard thou shah certainly succeed, 

To announce thyself as her deliverer. — 

Thou, by the freedom with winch Brutus speaks, 
May’st dearly apprehend, that if of us 
Thou deem’st thyself lord paramount, as yet 
The botid of my allegiance is not scal’d. 

An. Of thy rash insolence ere long 1 swear 
The punishment . . . 

Cce. Let this suffice. — So long, 

In '(bearing you with silence, have 1 given 
Of my forbearance no slight specimen : 

And should 1 hold myself of all things here 
The master, 'twould not misbecome me now ; 

Since I With patiorite have not only dared 
To hear, hut have provoked, th* audacity 
Of reprehedsive tongues. Vet to yourselves 
This consultation seems not free enough ; 

Although you have assail’d the dictator 
Wit^* insults, which he might or might not hear. 

I in the court of Pompey then invite you, 

Far from the forum, by to morrow’s dawn, 

To a more free debate 1 , and without arm’d 
Attendants to defend you from the people. 

Thefe, more at length/ words more insulting yet, 
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And more reproachful, shall I hear from you! 

But there tyo must the Purthians’ destiny 
Be finally resolv' d — If it hcmn meet > 

To th<> majority, that Caisar’s fate 
Be aho there determined, I dissent not, 

Provided that majority decree it.* ? 

ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE T1IE FIRST. 

Cicero , Cnnbcr. 

Cic . There does not now remain a safe asylum 
Save this, where we may treat o’ the fate of Home. 

Cim, Ah i little now is left for us to say ; 

Actions alone remain for us. I have 

Invited hither to us in thy name 

Brutus and Cassius $ soon will they he here. 

The exigence admits of no delay ; 

Our country by to-morrow rising sun 
Too certainly, &las! will undergo 
The last extreme oj danger. 

Cic . ’Tis most true 
That the secure audacity of Caesar, 

Allowing no more to his vile designs 
Any delay, doth render on our part 
Further delay impossible. At length 
For nought he wishes but his troops in arms ; 

Since from experience he is convinced 
That universal terror will do more 
To further his attempts, than the bribed love 
Of the unstable people. In his heart 
He laughs at our .misfortunes f and Jets us * 

I 
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At leisure rail, provided he obtain 
His army : and of this he is secure 
From the m^ority of votes which he 
Has purchased in the senate. Afterwards 
At his return hell. be avenged on us 
For our last efl&frts' in the cause of freedom 
His warriors he marches to the Parthians, 

To give the last shock to expiring Home 
At his retuiyj, as formerly he gave 
To her, returning from the Rhine, the first, 

He hath advanced too far now to retract : 

Now even 1 confess that we cannot 
Longer delay with safety. But, alas ! 

As a good citizen should doi 1 tremble : 

I shudder, to reflect, that, on an hour 
Fleeting, perchance, as that of our debate. 

The fate of Rome depends. 

Cim* Behold to us 
Cassius repairs. 

SCENE HIE SECOND* 

Cassius, Cicero , Cihiber . 

Cas . Have I come late l But ah, 

Brutus is not yet here* 

Cm . He comes ere long. 

Qp. Here many of our friends would follow' me : 
Butin these melancholy walls, are spies 
So much more numerous than good citizens, 

That, all suspicion wholly to prevent, 

I rather chose to come here unattended. 

To t£e unbending rectitude of Cimber, 

To Cicero’s perspicuous intellect, * 
t 
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Lastly to my implacable revenge, 

’Twere now sufficient could we only add 
The sublinTc energy of Brutus* rage. ^ 

Can e^r another council be convened r 
Of nobler temperament than thisj and hence 
Better adapted to exert itself l • 

For Romes prosperity ? • 

Cio§ Ah ! may the Gods * 

That watch o’er Rome will that it thus may prove I 
I, far as in me lies, do hold myself * 

With hand, voice, heart, ready to serve my country. 
And I regret that there remains to me 
But a weak remnant of declining years 
To sacrifice for her. My wasted strength 
Can with my hand but little serve her cause ; 

But if this tongue hath ever in the forum 
Or in the senate, the high sentiments 
Of freedom utter’d r more than ever yet, 

On this day Rome shall hear me thunder forth 
The same high sentiments of freedom : Rome, 
Whom I will not a single day survive, 

Jf she is doom’d to fall ami*! her chains. 

Cax. Thou always wert the sincere orator 
Of liberty ; and by thy eloquence hath Rome 
Oft from her abject lethargy been rousetl : 

But who remains now that deserves to hear thee ? 
All now are apprehensive, or are bribed ; 

Nor, if they heard them, could they comprehend 
Thy elevated sentiments . . . 

Cic* The people, 

Though no more Roman, is a people still : 

And though each fban be in himseif debased 
As far as man caji be, the greater part, ** 
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Soon as the multitude collects, is changed : 

I further would assert, that we may give them, 
When in the forum they’re assembled alt, 

A spirit altogether different / 

From that which e&ch ’mid his Own Lares feels. 
Truth, falselmpcj, Jmger, pity, reason, grief, 
Justice, and honour, glory even jet. 

Are impulses, which, by the nun who has them 
All truly in his heart, as on his bps. 

May be, yevall ol them, at will transfused 
{ Whate’er their individual character) 

Into the hearts of congregated thousands. . 

I hope to-day to ascend, and not in vain. 

The rostrum, if indignant eloquence, 

Fervid and free, may aught ovuil ; and there, 

If it be needful, Fin resolved to die. 

Say on what base was that prodigious power 
Of Caesar founded, which we ali now fear? 

T h’ opinion of the many. With the sword, 

5 Tis true, lie conquer’d Gaul, tout with his tongue. 
With plausible insinuating words. 

First o'er his legions the ascendency 
He gain’d, and o’er the people then in part ; 

He could not purchase, or exterminate all, 

He only : bflt twe easily could make, 

All those whom he had first inveigled, slaves. 

And cannot we then equally with him 
Make language instrumental to our purpose i 
Cannot we undeceive, illuminate. 

And medicate the heart and intellect 
Of all our fellow citizens i The truth, 

In such a contest, ’twixt my eloq&ence, 

And that of the tyrannvial dictator* 
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Tb£ truth would be on my side, force on his. 

And in the noble drift &t my discourse 
Do I so much confide, that if but once , 

I gain a hearing, 1 lus weapons scorn. 

To hearts and cars that have been RgAian once, 
Such Tt rvid language I may yet^ddress, 

That for a while at least they may become 
Romans once more. Tbe^ehai alter of Ciesar 
Full v # disclosed, and Cucsur is no. more. 

Ci.n. There is no doubt, but that if Rome could 
hear thee, 

Thy trnnly speech might rouse her to new life: 

But if thou aiso generously chose 
To ascend alone, and die upon the rostrum, 

For now to him *ns fatal wiio dare breathe 
The name of Ireedom thence, if also thou 
Dared to do this alone ; by the infamous. 

And purchased bowlings of base parasites 
All means of being inard would be cut off. 

Those wretches now exclusively possess 
The bar of eloquence, and banish thence 
All uptight orators. On Tybcr’s banks 
Rome stands no longer r it behoves us now 
In the remotest provinces to seek 
For arms, for virtues, and tor citizens. 

A dire necessity, and this alone, . • 

Could justl y us m recurring now 
T* intestine war; but yet ibis 13 not peace. 

We are eompedM once more with muou to purge 
Those rankling humours, winch, oppressing Rome, 
Keep her exanimate ’twixt life and death. 

Tiie ulustrioUvS Cato was a r£al Roman, 

And he detested aseiessiy to shed • 

Q 2 * 
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The blood of citizens : yet that most just 
Among just men, profess’d, that, u nursed in arms. 
And now by arms exhausted, arms alone 
Can now regenerate Rome.” What else remains 
For us to do ? VOr Rome is overcome, 

And with her fall all* her true citizens ; 

Or she’s victories, und the guilty ones 
Are all dispersed* annihilate, or changed. 

Has Caesar quite chajn’d victory to his car ? 

Let him be only once discomfited. 

And e’en bis s T ery partizans, convinced 
That he is not invincible, will then 
With other eyes behold him ; with one voice 
All will then dare to execrate his name, 

And, as an impious tyrant, to proscribe him. 

Cas. Why first by us should* he not be proscribed l 
When we ourselves should give it, when ourselves 
Should be the first to execute the sentence. 

From a vile populace should we expect it } 

While at our will, e’en in the midst of Rome, 
Within her dwellings, in the very senate. 

We may thus cope with Caesar, and obtain 
O’er him a complete victory : in the camp. 

Ought he, and at the risk of many dives 
Less impious than his own, to be provoked 
By us to dangerqus and uncertain fight. 

Perhaps to be the victor ? — Where a sword, 

This sword of mine albne, and thi& my fierce, 
Inexorable rage ihat makes me wield it, 

Suffice, jpiore than suffice, to annihilate 
That despicable life, which holds all Rome 
In tears, unworthily euslkved and chain’d; 

Where nought is wanting to destray the tyrant 



ACT THE SECOND, 


37 i 


Whoe'er he be, except a single sword, 

And one, a Roman, thdt may brandish it ; 
Wherefore should we unsheathe so many ?— -Ah ! 
Let others sit in council, weigh, discuss, 

Delav, and waver till they miss the tiifte : 

I, amfcmg all schemes, deem the* briefest best; 

And now especially since the mast tjrief 
Will be the boldest, noblest, anot most sure. 

Worthy it is of Rome to slay thjs one 
Openly ; and by the hand of Cassius 
Caesar deserves to die. To the just r 
Of other men I leave the punishment 
Of th' infamous slave — consul Anthony. — 

Lo, Brutus comes: ah, let us, let us hear. 

If he dissents from me, 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Bruiu >, Cicero, Cassius , Cimber . 

Cic . Does Brutus come 
So late to such a lofty conference ? * . . 

Bru. Ah ! I had been the first there, if erewhile 
I had not been prevented • . . 

Cim Arid by whom ? 

Bril* Not one of you could guess. — ’Twas An* 
thony 

That would at length address me. 

Cic. Anthony \ 

Cas . And the vile satellite of Csesar gain’d 
An audience from Brutus? 

Bru > Yes, iie gain'd it, 

And in his Caesar's name. *He would confer 
With me, at all events ; and he inVites me, 
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If I consent to it, to come to him ; 

Or he to me.,.. 

Cim. His offer was rejected ? . . . 

Bru. NV>. Caesar as a friend, in my pure heart 
Wakes no nksj*e fear, than Caesar as a foe. 

Hence I will hear him, and ere long, and in 1 
This very temple.* 

Cas What can’oe his wish ? 

Bru Perhaps, tQ bribe me — But ye still, I hope, 
Confide in Brutus. 

Cas, More than in ourselves. 

dm In Brutus all confide ; e’en the most vile. 

Bru. And to provoke me, in respect of deeds, 

( As if I slept) I met with on my road 
Exciting exhortations scatter’d round me, 

Strong., brief, and Homan ; and at once expressive 
Of praise and blame towards me, as if I 'were 
Slow to dp tjhat which Rome expected of me. 

This I am not : and ever^ stimulus 
Applied to me is idle. 

Cas. But, 1 pray thee, 

W"h at hop’st thou frojn this interview with Caesar ? 
Cic. Thou hflp’st perhaps to change him . . • 

Bru . I am pleased « 

That the sagacity ol the great Cicero, 

My scheme in^jart conjectures. 

Cas, Olil what say st thou ? 

We all, long time expecting thee, have here 
At length express’d our sentiments : we all. 

In hating Caesar, and in loving Rome, 

In being willing for her sake to die, 

Were as one man : thV end of all the same. 

But in the beat 'means to obtain ^hat end 
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Our sentiments were threefold. To resort 
To legislative; strife ; to rou*>c from rleep 
The people, hy imposture drugged, to arms ; 

Or with the private sword to immolate 
Caesar m Rome ; now which ot thcsi/frould be 
The choice, of Brutus? # 

Bru . Mine ? — Not one of thc$e % 

At present. If mine afte>;waids proved vain, 

1 wo^ild undoubtedly adopt theWa^t 

Cas. \nd thine ? — What other then raftmins to us ? 
But. To you Pin known : I am nofl^ont to speak 
In vain ; he pleased to hear me. — Rome is now 
Far too infirm to be in one day cured. 

The people might be rou&ed, hut briefly roused, 

To virtue: never witl^tlu* bait of gold 
Are they, as they are drawn to baseness, drawn 
To rectitude Can real excellence 
Re ever purchased ? The corrupted people 
Would form a treacherous basis for fresh freedom. 
Perhaps the senators are les.-, infected ? 

One may enumerate the upright ones; 

The guilty also in their hearts hate Caesar, 

Not because he robs all ot liberty; 

But because he prevents, (a single tyrant,) 

Tncir being tyrants in their turn. To him 
They would succeed ; they envy, 4ienc*e, and hate 
him. 

CVc. Ah, were this not, as 'tis indeed, too true! 
Bru , Amid >uch vices the good citizen 
Should deer with care, lest he to had add worse. 
.Ca?sai\ though now a t} rant, was not once so. 

The impious wish to he lord paramount 
Hath only lately fisen in his heart* 
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And the vile Anthony, by stratagems. 

Adds fuel to his tiame, to drag him oj^ 

To his perdition, that he thustnay rise 
Upon his ruin'd fortunes. Friends like these 
Fall to the loV'of tyrants, 

Cas In his breast. 

Connatural with hi{i being, evermore 
Caesar possess'd the thirst to be supreme. 

Bru. No ; not to* rei$% supreme : he never glared 
To wish fo. so much. Now thou deemest him 
More bold, frore lofty, than he ever was. 

Ambition, a necessity for iame, 

An ardent spirit, and no lofty wish 
To be avenged on private enemies, 

And lucky opportunity, at last, 

More than aught else, have to that height imped'd 
him. 

At which when now arrived, he ffeels himself 
Astonish'd at his own temerity. 

A thirst for honour more than thirst for power 
Still; in his heart, maintains ascendency. 

Should I prove this to you ? Does he not now 
F mt to attack the Parthians, and to quit 
Rome where he still possesses many foes ? 

Cim, He hopes to purchase with the Parthian 
laurels 
The royal crown. 

Bru - Then he wpuld ratjier be 
To valour than to force indebted for it : 

He is thence more ambitious than corrupt • . , 

Cas . Dust thou to u^s pronounce his eulogy ? . • • 
Bru* Hear the conclusion — Caesar wavers still 
Within himself ;* he wishes yet f<JI fame ; 
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He is not therefore yet, in heart at. least. 
Consummately a tyrant : but, he now- 
Begins to tremble, andn short time^ince 
He knew not fear ; He then approaches near 
The brink of tyranny. A few days sir^e 
TerrornssaiPd him, when he saw the crown 
By his bribed people from his gra£p vtfthheld. 

But Caesar, be he what he may, as yet 
** Is not^contemptible, is not upwrtrthy 
That Others should facilitate for him 
The path of reformation — For myself ; 

I must despise myself, or him esteem/ 

Since i consented for the gift of life 
To be indebted to him, on the day 
When, in Pharsalia's lie^ls, a vanquish’d foe, 
Within his power I fell. — l live; and this 
My life is a Sufficient blot to Brutus; 

But without baseness or ingratitude 
I will devise the means that blot to cancel. 

C/c, Such often is the late ot war: thou thus 
Hadst also used thy victory o’er him, 

If thou had’st conquer'd. Did not he himself. 
Once as a gift receive that life, to Home 
Now so disastrous ? * Yes, did nqj he also 
Receive it as a gift fi om Scylla’s hands 
By express grace, and far more express error ? 

Bru ’ ITs true ; but never does my mind forego 
The recollectiop of a benefit. * .'* 

Yet at the same time do rfif country’s claims, 
And my o*n duties, in my heart sink deep. 

In short, to Brutus, Caasar sutji appears, 

That, (as lie is, as now from day to day , 

He more becomes, tyrannous dictator a 
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Brutus* on no condition, will permit 

His life to be prolong’d ; or tye will Mil him, 

Or he himself ii, the attagS^toill fall . . • 

But sucli to Bruftis Caesar also seems^ 

That he aioth; to Home can now restore, 

If he once more become a citizen, j * 
Liberty, empire Energy, and lifefa * 

He is e’en now the idol , of* the people; 

Let him- become aono^M to the good; 

Let him n; ainst the guilty arm the laws 
With addec^'prrors ; till the whole urns 
To its original' state, be all his power 
Concentred to prevent those sons of faction, 

From ruining those laws. He was endow’d 
With lofty thoughts ; he wqs a citizen : 

For fame he burns yet: lje is blinded, yes; 

But such from prosperous fate, and impious friends, 
Who have alone made him forsake the path 
Of re#i glory, such from these alone 
Is he becoiuei§f-Or nothing is my speech, 

Or i tiiidi know how from my hreijst to draw 
Sucli strenuous amHmp revive words, to use 
To him such true, such strong, tremendous reasons, 
4^d in suchnumbejs us% thefcm'that I hope, 

Yes I indulge the hope, to force e’tn Ca^ar; 

To make Inm great indeed, so pure in virtue, 

That he o*ef every man, o’er every Homan, 

\\ ill riser uiiparallePd in excellency. 

'Yet be a simple Citizen dAtoiije.-gg*' 

I only do prefer his fame to mine. 

Hoping that fame may benefit his country ; 

And;ihis my enterprise, methmks, allords 
Convincing proof of my sincerity— 
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But, if in vain Brutus speaks now to Orsar, 

Thou seest U, Cassius, thus I ever w;ar it; 

Behold thetjagger, which wilt be more swift 
To »lav him than thy sword ... p 

Cic. uh genuine patriot ! # 

Thou art too greafcp ill canst thou*comprehcnd 
The tyrant Caesar, judging 1 /oin thy .self. 

Ct4fp Illustrious brutus, tf*;” impossible th\^, 

But Worthy #f thee, tiiou prfcjnciest : one A,*** 

Thou only coul^st attempt, i oppose ,r^t 
Myself to thee. Ah, Casar fully cans 
And be alone, divest’ time ot thy error. 

To change a tyrant to a citizen ? 

*Tis in itself proof, this tjiy generous hope, 

Oh brutus, that thou ne'er couui’st be, a tyrant. 

Bru . That wild be soon rhuUe clear : myselfhcre* 
alter ,> ^ “ 

Will give you full account of all my deeds. ^ 

If 1, a vain, abortive orator, V* ^ 

Oh Cassius, prove* so much more shall uxou hjpe 4ne, 
I swear to thee, obedient to dis orders," * 

A lusty and a lierce tyrannicide. 

• * 

4 CT the t^Ihd. 

SCENE THE FIRST*, 

^Ctvsar, 4$homh 

An . Caesar, yel^soon will Brutus come to thee 
Within this very temple, where ere while ^ 

Thou didst consent to hear an3 tolerate * J l- m 
His arrogant haiangjbes. ILredong slmit tiiou 
Hear him, sme^hus tiiou wiit^as tfian to man.* 
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Cce. I hold myself for tills to theq indebted; 

*Twas not an ctsy undertaking now 
To persuade Brutus to confer with me; * 

Nor had I d^red to trust to any one 
Except thyself an embassy like this. 

An, How njucli.it grieves me* that to my entrea- 
ties 

Inexorat' ‘y deaf, tfyou dost persist 
This to support 1 This is the first 

Of all tlty v^hes, with which Anthppy 
Reluctantly c* mplied. Yet in the guise 
Of amity, and in thy name, I stoop’d 
To supplicate him whom I know to be, 

By certain proof, thy mortal enemy, 

And whom as such I utterly abhor. 

Cce, Many hate Caesar ; yet* one man alone 
I det ni a foe that's wot thy of myself : 

And he is Brutus. 

An. Thence^not Brutus only. 

But Brutus fttet, tlie Cassii, and the Cimbri, 

The Tullii, and so many mote should die. 

Cce. The moie embitter’d, lofty, strong my foe* 
Sp tpuch more pleasure do I alvwiys take 
In orrrcomiiig him ; and oftentimes 
More, thatrwijh arms, with pardon have I done this. 
To have recourse to reconciling words, 

When 1 have power to aibitiate by force ; 
persuade, convince, and captivate aheait 
That swells witli hate; to make thftt man my friend. 
Whose very being I could crush to nought; 

Ah, this against a worthy enemy, 

This is the most illustrious lcven^e; 

And- ; t is nunc, i 
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An. Let Caesar learn to be 
Great from hnuself alone ; nature fo> this 
Intended hftn : but how at once to make 
Home vjtid himself secure, fet him be t«6ght 
To day oy him who loves them bdth alike: 

And above every man, that man a$i Is 
, I ne’er shall cease reminding thee, that if i 
Thou alay’d not Brutus, thou art .herein cybcjw’d 
More by thy vain and individual glory. 

Than by thy real fondness for thy couofc 
And that thou manifested little heed;- 
For the security of both. 

Ccc. VVouid’st thou 
Caesar intimiuutc with b$se suspicion ? 

An. It Caesar will not fqr himself, for Rome 
lie might, and ought to tremble. 

Cce. Caesar ought 

To die for glory, and for Rome; but never 
To tremble tor himself, never tor heft 
1 in the catlap the foes of Rome have conquer’d; 
These were the only enemies of Caesar. 

’Mong those, who against her the sword unsheathed, 
Was Brutus; I already, arms in hand, . 

Have, as a foe, overcome him, and e’enth^n 
With the just sword of war 1 slew him nfct ; 

Now in the walls of Home, oh heaven ! unaYm’d, 
Shall I*now cause him to be murder’d, I * 

With the insidious and gifllty dagger, 

Or with the unjust axe ?— There is no cause, 

That ever could to such an outrage goad me: 

And even if 1 wish’d it ; , .W Ah 1 perhaps . , • 

I could not . . , do ft But yet finally, 

To my so many* triumphs, thqf o’et Brutus, 
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That also o’er the Partisans, are wanting : 

The one shall the instrument to the other. 

I will make Brutus,, at all ri^ks, my friend* 

At present fhore than every other object $ 

Tlie meditated vengeance ior the death 
Of murder’d Grasftus, weighs updti my thoughts; 
And in tie entei prise, in which at once 
The of Home and Caesar are involved, « 
Brutus' mV'; much assist me. 

An* rh)Hr^nown 
Canst thou increase? / 

Ca\ While there remains aught more 
Tor me to ao, 1 deem wha* 1 ha\ e done 
A nothing : such my nature is — Gainst Parthia 
An impulse irresistible impels me. 

Shull Home, while Caesar lives, be ever conquerM* 
Ah 1 let him, perish first a thousand tunes. 

But while 1 tight in Asia, 1 ought not 
To leave the city full of factious spirits, 

And humours rankling and unreconciled; 

Nor would I leave her full of blood and terror; 
Though this may be the most effectual means 
To render her submissive. — Brufus only 
Can level all for me . *^ 

An* Then Anthony 
Thou deetn’st a tiling of nought ? 

Cc t. -i-Part of my sell 
Art thou in all my military projects: 

Hence at my side still I wish thee to be 
The terror of the Partbiajs. 1 propose 
In other ways to avail jnj&elf of Brutus. 

An* I am prepared by every mfeans to serve thee 
And Cftis thou knOwest, But thou, art too blind 
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As respects Brutus. 

Ccs, He is far more blind y f 

As respects me, perchance. But litis, I hope, 

Will be the day when I may undeceive J^im: 

:’m foretjd to-day at least to make «th’ attempt. 

An. Behold him here. o % 

Cat. Now leave me with him; soon 
dencc will I come to thee. t 

A?i* Ah, maj'est thou 
Completely extricate thyself from error 
And him in time, too, thoroughly detect. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Brutus ,• Ccesar . 

Bru. Oh Ccesar, we are ancient foes : but thou 
Art hitherto the conqueror ; and yet 
Thou scem’st the happier. But I am still * 

Than thou less wretched, though I seem the con- 
quer’d. 

lut whale Vt be our state, o’erwhelm’d, oppress’d, 
Conquer’d, infirm, exanimate is Home. 

An equal impulse* theugli Irom <b tie rent motives, 
las hither brought us to confcf together. 

Thou hast impovtanl thing?-, to say to me * 

[f Anthony speak the truth : and also I 
Come to impart to thee important things, 

11 thoit dare listen to them. 

Cat. Although Brutus 
Idath ever been my toe, 1 ne’e^ was such, 

Nor am 1 now to him : nor, w t .'would, 

Could I be ever so* I to thy dwelling 
Would have myself repair’d to s^> eak with thee f 
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But I shrunk hack lest it might be by thee 
Deem'd an indignity, if Caisar dared 
To go, where, as the wife of Brutus, dwells 
The sister great Cato : hence I sent 
Earnest entreaties to thyself to come 
Hither from whence. — Me, without any pomp 
Thou st/est alone” by lictors not preceded ; 

In all^’y equal, J3rutus ; if indeed 
Tho?f ru ^t( , n me not a&suchi Here thou wilt hear 
Nor lloftN& dictator, nor the conqueror 
Of the illustrious Pqpapey ... 

Bru . The only train 
Not unbecoming Cae&fer is his valour : 

And more especially when he presents 
Himself to Brutus. — Happy thou, if thou 
Could'st also leave behind thee, as thou canst 
Thy lictors, and thdir fasces, the remorse. 

And the perpetual and cleaving terror, 

Of a perpetual dictator ! 

Cer - Terror ? . . . 

This is a word not even to my ears, 

Much less then to my heart, yet known. 

Bru . It was ♦ 

Unknown to mighty Qaesar in, the camp, 

Invincible as, a leader* ; it is not 
To Caesar in the walls of Rome, by force 
Now her dictator. To deny this to me 
Caesar is too magnanimous : to me 
He may confess it without shame. To dare 
T’ acknowledge thi$ to Brutus, in itself 
Will constitute no small 1 part of his greatness. 

Let us «pcak frankly ; it becomes us both. — 

One individual nevejr can impress 
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A multitude with fear, til/ he himself! 

Has previously felt it. i’o prove this. 

Hear what vs now thy state ot mind Towards me* 
Thou without opposition may’st kill BrpAus: 

Thou k\|Owest that I love thee no) ; nay more. 

Thou knowest 1 may be an obstacle % 

To thy iniquitous ambition ; yet, * I 

'Why dost thou not do this ?' Because thouJjearest, 
That if’thou kill’d me now it might increajt * 

Thy own perplexities. Thou would’st rr* Awhile, 
Hear me, and speak with me ^ becau^ that fear 
Is now thy only law ; nor this perchance 
Thou knowest thyself ; or flyest the conviction# 

Ca. Ungrateful ! ... In Pharsalia’s field was not 
Thy life within my power ? 

Bru . But thou inflamed 
With glory, and yet glowing from the battle, 

Wert noble then ; and thou wert born to be so ; 

But thou from, day to-day here more and more 
Sinkest beneath thyself. — Reform, and know 
That thou wert never born to be a cold. 

Pacific tyrant : I affirm it to thee . . . 

Cce* Thy praise, though mix’d with insults, plea- 
ses me. 

I love thee ; I esteem thee : afid I wqjuhl* 

Be Brutus only, if I were not Caesar. 

Bru. Hiou may’st be both ; to Brutus may’st thou 
add, 

And nothing take from Caesar : I come to thee 
Myself, t’ exhort thee to it. It depends 
On thyself only to be great indeed ; 

Yes, thou may’st be«o, even far beydnd 
Each ancient mighty Roman : and the means * 
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Are' very simple ; dare to tidopt them then : 

I first to this conjure thee; and l teel, 

As L address thee, with true Romart teiv’s 
Mine eyes ^jffused . . . But, ah ! thou speakest not ? 
Thou know'st well what my lofty means vvotffd be: 
Thou feePst it inihy heart, the cry of truth. 

That thfjfe imperiously fulminates. 

Be bolj^ibe bold; # shake olF thy abject chains, 
Thaf^Utyp thee nothing e’en in thine own ejes ; 
Which thee, more than others thou could’st 
k « s. 

Enslaved and hound# * To-day from Brutus thou 
Learn to be Caesar. If of thy renowji 
I were invidious, wo Old’s t thou hear me now 
Beseech thee to annihilate my own ? 

I know the truth ; I Hatter not myself: 

I am in Rome inferior to thee , 

In dignity, in;years, in power, and triumphs. 

As well as fame. If by my single efforts* 

The name of Brutus could be signalized/* 

*Twere only possible for this to be 
By the entire destruction of thy natne^ 

A timid and a wintering voiced hear, 

A voice thence not legitimately Roman, 

Proclaiming JRrutus Rome’s deliverer/ 

As it calls thee her tyrant. It is needful 
To make me such, that 1 defeat, or slay thee. 

No light achievement is the firs? ; the second 
Is far more easy than thou canst believe : 

And if I had thought of myself alone, 

I had already been without a master : 

But I, a Romart, vhink of Rome*; and chuse 
Thee^to solicit, when^l ought to sky thee, 
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For her sake only. — Yes* ah Caesar, thou 
Convinced by me, should’et be compell’d once more 
To be her citizen. To Home thou canst, 

Thou first, thou only, more effectually** 

A thnufcard times, than Brutus can, thou canst 
To Rome restore the whole ; pea*e, libertV, 
Salvation, and a renovated kistre, I 

tn short, as much as thuu hast taken from^ 1 *^ 

Yet, for a little time, thy royal power **' 

Do thou, though as a citizen, exert, * 

In reinforcing her enfeebled laws, ^ 

In taking evermore from all the courage, 

And means to imitate thee as & tyrant ; 

And thou wilt thus at once from all have taken. 

As far as they are Romans, the presumption 
To emulate thee as a citizen. — 

Now, tell me ; dost thou think thou art less than 
Sylla ? 

He, far mare guilty than thyself, more cruel, 
Embrued) and gorged with more abundant blood, 
He, yet presumed to be a citizen, 

And was illustrious. — Oh ! how much more so 
Would Caesar be, wAo has so much surpass’d 
Sylla in power ! Greater, far greater then. 

Would be thy glory, if thou freely rerfder. 

What power and artifice have given to thee. 

To her, thy country, whose sole right it is ; 

If thou knowest better how to prize thyself; 

If thou, in short, preventest that henceforth' 

In Rome to all eternity arise • 

Another Caesar, and another Sylla. # 

C<b. — Sublime and ardent youth; thy eloquent 
And fervid exhortation, is, perahance, 
vol. iif* n 
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Bat too, too tcpc. Thy sentiments produce 
Unspeakable emotions in my heart ; 

Ami i hen when thou call’st thyself Jess than me, 
Thy great ^superiority 1 feel o 

E’en to my own confusion. But to be * 

Tlie tirsRinyseif to confess this to thee, 

And notfu) be oflcndod 'when I do it, 

And-^m^o hate thee for it, ought to be v 
To thef^ai^ertain, and a lofty proof 
That in tny*1u>som l conceive tor thee 
Some uuexpIaWtM affection. — l'hou art dear 
To me, believe it; thou art very dear. 

That which i have not lime to accomplish now, 

I will that, after me, it fee !?y thee 
Accomplish’d more effectively. Consent 
That to my many trophies 1 annex 
Those fO* the vanquish’d Parthidfiv, and I die 
Contented. Gnat part of my life have l 
Pass’d in the camp ; the camp alone would be 
To me a worthy tomb. ’Pis true, I’ve robb’d her 
In pait, of freedom, but m more t^bundance 
1 have increased for Home her power and glory. 
Oh Hiatus, at my deatJi, thou wilt repair, 

Beneath the shadow of my victories, , 

The wrongs \Wiieh I have done to her. In me 
With safety Home no longer can repose. 

Tlie good which 1 would do to her, would be, 

By what I’ve done of evil, evermore 

Tarnished and poison’d. — Thence I’ve chosen thei 

As the physician in my secret thoughts. 

For her interred wounds : * however wert 
Upright and g; eat , anti belter than myself, 

The Romans thou roust make ilbistrious ; 



ACT THE THIRD. 


387 

And thou, their perfect ’sanity restore* 

I, as a father, speak to thee ; . . . and thou, 

More thaft a son, oh Brutus, art to me. 

Bnu . . . This thy discourse l scarcely comprc* 
* hend. 

To me in no wise justly can devilve 
Thy illegitimate, extinguish’d power. ™ 

But v,hat ? Already speakest thdu of Roie£y w 
As a paternal heritage ? . . . 

(V. Ah ! hear me. — I * 

From thee no longer can a subject hide, 

Which, when once known to thee, entirely ought 
To change thee in my favour. 

Bru. Change thyself) 

And 1 at once am changed ; conquer thyself; 

The only triumph that remains for thee ... 

CV. With different eyes, when thou hast heard 
this secret. 

Wilt thou behold me. 

j Uru. I shall ever he 
A Roman, But explain thyself. 

CV. . • . Oh Brutus, 

In my dcportmentVnvards thee, in my looks, 

And in my accenrs, in my yery silence,. 

Say, dost thou not perceive that tnvfards thyself 
Boundless affections influence and transport me? 

Bru 1 see in thee l know not what emotion ; 

And from the man. they rather seem to spring 
Than from the tyrant : feign’d, i caunot think them ; 
Unfeign’d, to what 1 know not to impute them. 

CV. . . . But they, what impulses dost thou expe* 
rience, 

Towards me withjn thy bosons? 
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Brii, Ah, a f housantf! 

And for thyself alternately l prove 
AH impulst s, save envy. I know not 
How to express them ; but in two 1 class them : 
Anger and horror, if thou’rt still a tyrant; 1 
If thou he/om’st atnan and citizen, 

Ihou ddsl inspire me with unbounded love 
IVlix’c^y'Al astonislmupt. W hich of these two 
Wonld’st thou from Brutus ? y 

Cu\ Love^ l o me thou ow'st it . . . 

A s^med, and indissoluble tie 
Binds thee to me 

Bm . J o thee ? Whflt can this be ? , . . 

Ore T hou art my bon. • 

Bm, Oh heaveij t; l What do I hear ? . . . 

Ca>. Ah, come, son, to my breast . . . 

Bm Can it be so ? , . . 

Ctc. IPthou belitv’st this not from my report* 
Thou from thy mother surely wilt believe it. 

Tins is a letter from her ; in Pharsalia, 

A few In >urs ere the battle, 1 received it. 

Behold . her hand is knovgn to thee : peruse it! 

Lru (Reads the letter.) 14 Caesar, oh heaven! 
thpu dost perhaps prepare, 
a Not only with thy fellow citizens, 
a nd Ponipey to wage war, but with thy son. 

44 Brune is th’ offspring of our youthful loves. 

44 1 air constrain'd to make this known to thee; 

41 I o hi - Confession nothing could have wrought me 
** Exc' pi a mother’s fears. Thou shuddered, Caesar; 
44 iuop nd, if tifpe be yet allow’d, thy sword: 
u il-ou riyV* -y bon may'll be destroy’d; or thou 
“ ri^oeif with thy ov^i hand rnay’^t slay thy son- 
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&t I tremble « • . Oh may»licn\^n grant that in time 
c< A father may have heard mv wojrd ! . . 1 tremble . . 
“ Servilia* 9 — Fierce and unexpected blow ! * 

The son of Caesar, l ? 

Ccc \ Ah yes f thou art. . 

Come to my arms, ah come ! # 

Bru . Oh Rome 1 . . oh father !*. 

Oh nature ! . . oh my duty ^ . . — Frc I ctoAp thee. 
See, *at thy feet i suppliant^ rut us falls. i >» 

Nor will he rise, if he do not embrace # 

In thee the father of himself . and Rome. 

Cw . Ah, rise, oh son ! — hqyv cansl thou ever thus 
With such ferocious coldness freeze thv heart, 

That nature's first affections sway ihee not ? 

Bru . And what, dosf thou pretend to, love thy ison ? 
Thou lov’st thyself; allfeelingsin tliy heart 
Are to the love of rule alone subservient. 

Prove that thou art a citizen and father ; 

The last a tyrant never is: ah prove 
That thou art such, and thou will find in me 
A son. Twice give me life: Brutus a stove 
Can never be; tyrant he will not be. 

Or Brutus is the *on of a?' free father. 

Himself free also, in free Lupine: or Brutus % 

Will not exist. Pm ready to Shed ad . t \ 

My blood lor Rome, and for thyself, if thou 
A Roman be, a father worthy Brutus . . . 

Oh joy ! a noble tear do FJjehold 

Start from thine^fcye ? The icy crust is^snapp’d 

In which thy heart was cased ; thau’rt now a father* 

Ah hear thou by mv lirfk the cry of nature ; 

And Rome and ftrutus shall for ttofce^e One. 

C&* . . . My 4e«irt thou rendest , * .'Fierce neces* 
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I cannot now exclusively obey 

The emotions of’ my heart. Beloved Brutus, 

•'Hear me. Too fur the servitude of Rome. 

Is now advanced ; with less of equity, 

.And with mors'* injury to herself, will others 
The reins <0| empire sieze upon, if now 
Brutus refuse them ‘from the hands of Omsar . . . 
Em OR traitorous words ! Oh infamous cxnres- 
stuns * ^ * 

Of a corrupt qd and degenerate mind ! 

To me thou never wert, nor art a father, 
lire thou revealed’st thy ignoble heart, 

And my vile birth to me, had thy own hands 
Cut short my thread of life, that act had been 
Of kindness more expressive . 

Ccc Oh my son ! . . . 

Bru, Oh Caesar, yield . . . 

Ccc. Unnatural, . . . ungrateful . . . 

What then wilt thou perform ? 

Bru. Or rescue Rome, 

Or in the attempt expire* 

Ccc. I will reclaim thee, 

Or perish by thy hands. Unparalleled 
And horrible is thy ingratitude . . , 

Yet, hence I hope that horror and repentance 
Will visit thee, oi* ere to-morrow’s dawn 
Shall see us in the senate house convened. 

But if thou then, ungrateful ! still persist 
Not to accept me for a father, then, 

If, son, thou still disdajn to share 
Wifhme the whole, on that same dawn shalt thou 
Find me again thyjord. «• 

Bnc. JBre then, I hope, 
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The horror and the sharjio to have found thyself 
A tyrant- to no purpose, will have changed thee 
To a true .father. In my breast at />nce 
The affection of a son cannot arise. 

If firs^thou do not give to me a j>roof 
Sublime and strong of thy paternal ^ove. 

A father’s is the first of all afk*etV>m ; \ 

And in thy heart it ought <o conquer. Tien 
The fnost submissive, the must tfVmhr sot!, ^ 

The most affectionate that e’er was seen, 

Then wilt thou find in use . . ■ in being *tljy son 
What joy then, what devotion, and what pride. 

Oh father, bhall I i’eel ! . . . 

Ctc- Thou art iny son. 

Whatever 1 may be ; A or e'er const thou. 

Without lx in * impious, strive against thy father . . . 

Jiru My name 1 .; ilrutus ; and to me is Rome 
A sublime mother l Ah, compel me not 
To deem that Roman Brutus who gave life 
And liberty to Rome at the expense^ 

Of his own children’s blood, my only father# 

JfcCENE THE THIRD. 

Carsa?\ 

Cos Ah, wretched me ! , . And cfln it then be true. 
That, while I fetter all the conquer’d world. 

My son alone refuses to obey me ? 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Cassius, Cimber n 

Cim. Th|(it which*! say to thee is certain ; hence 
A short time since Brutus'was seen to go. 

With tjmubhod countenance, his eyes suffused 
With tears, and towaids his house he went. Oh could 
He ever change ? . , . 

Cas. Ah no’ Brutus loves Rome; 

And lie loves glory and integrity ; 

Soon, as he promised, will he come to us. 

I do rely and trust in him e’tii more 
Than in myself. Each word and deed of his 
Spring from a lofty heart : the interest 
Of Rome alone he weighs and contemplates. 

Cim. Behold him here. 

* Cas . Did not I tell thee so ? 

SCENE THE StCOND. 

Brutus , Cassius y CimSer . 

Bru. What may this mean ? I find you here alone. 
Cas . And are We few, when thou’rt united to us i 
Bru . Tally is wanting . . . 

Cim, Didst thou not know this ? 

Ere while with many other senators 
From Rome precipitately he departed. 

Cas . I he frost of ycarsdiath paraiized in him 
His pristine ardour, and his virtue . * . 

Bru . But 
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Hath not extinguish’d them. Ah, let no Roman 
Dare to despise the illustrious Cicero. 

For a more fortunate conjuncture, or 

For Rome’s advantage, he reserves (l swear it) 

Ilis jiberty and life 
Cth. Oh happy we 1 

Certain are we, certain to gains; wifli freedom* 

An honour’d and an honourable age, 

Or ^1 the bloom of life with Rome to ptfrish.^ 

Bru . Ah ! yes ; ye’re blest indeed ! . . Not so am I ; 
To whom the horrible alternative ? 

Alone remains of living as a slave. 

Or perpetrating ciimes abhorr’d by nature. 

Cas. What dost thou mean ? 

Citn. And what hagt thou derived 
From thy long conference with Caesar ? 

Bru . I ? . . . 

Nothing lor Rome ; immeasurable grief 
And horror for myself; for you amazement. 

Mix’d perchance also with a just contempt. 

Cim. For whom ? 

Bru. For Brutus. 

Cun. We, . . . contempt ... for thee ? 

Cas . Thou, . who of us art, and of Rome, the 

soul ? 

Bru . I am, . . . who wouM have thought it ? 
Wretched me ! . . . 

I hitherto esteem’d myself the nephew 
And son-in-law of Cato the divine , . . . 

And I’m the offspring of the tyrant Caesar. 

Cim. What do I hear ? jCan it be so ? • . . 

Cas. And be it; 

This hinders not # that Brutus stilTshould be 

• R *2 



394 


THE SECOND BRUTUS. 


The tyrant’s most inexorable foe : 

Ah 1 Cassius swears this. 

^ Bru . An unexpected 
And horrible stigma on my blood I find ; 

To cleanse it I should shed it all for Rome. * 
Cas. Brutus should be alone the son of Brutus. 
Cim. Bi^ yet/ wljpt evidence did Caesar bring ? 
How on his word rely ? . 

Bru ^ Ah, evidence t 

But too decisive he adduced to me. 

He from the first spoke to me as a father: 
Henceforth lie wish’d that I should share with him 
His execrable power, and alter wards 
Should be its infamous inheritor. 

Yet human tears from his despotic eyes 
Ceased not to fall ; and he to me unfolded, 

As to a son, the darkest labyrinths, 

Unblushingly, of his corrupted heart. 

At length, to make me perfectly convinced, 

He made me read (oh heaven!) a fatal letter. 
With her own hand, Servilia wrote it to him. 

In that disastrous letter, which was written 
And read by him ere the Pharsalian trumpet 
“ Gave dreadful note of prcparatidn,” 

Servilia apprehensively reveals 

And proves, ihaul’m the offspring of their loves; 

And in concise and energetic words, 

She conjures Caesar not to make himself 
The murderer of his son. 

Cim, Oh fatal secret ! 

W hy didst thou not in everlasting night 
Remain conceal’d ? . . . 

Cas. If as a son he loves thee. " 
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In seeing in thee so much redl virtue, 

In hearing thy sublime awakening thoughts, 

How could the spirit of a genui x father 
Ever resist thee ? Thou hast notf brought back 
Indubitable proof from him, that nothing 
Can Rescue Ca;sar from his vilt* delusion. 

Bnu Sometimes e’en yet tcuhis'inf aviate mind 
Truth penetrates, but with a feeble ray. 

Accustom’d long to military ppwer, 

A fatal error absolutely rules him ; 

He deems consummate power consummate glory ; 
He thence persists to wish for this or death. 

Vim, And such a monster, let him then have death. 
Can, He is a fix’d incorrigible tyrant. 

Think now then that^a citizen of Rome, 

Oh Brums, has no father . «, 

Cini, Further think, 

That he who is a tyrant has no sons . . . 

Bru . And that in heart Brutus will ne’er have 
peace — 

Yes, in your presence now, high-minded friends, 
This 1 confess; an you, who feel at heart 
Nature’s affections sacred and sublime; 

To you, -who tafete the impulse and the law 
That prompt this lofty necessary deed, 

Which we are now resolved to exgcutc. 

From nature take it ; to you, who now pant, 

With me, for ever to annihilate 
That tyranny which sevens and divides 
And blasts each holiest tie, to make alone 
Children secure within thejr father’s oosoms; 

To you I fear not to shew all tl'e grief 
And all the horrbr, which, in rivalry, 



396 


THE SECOND BRUTUS. 


Little by little, tear my heart to pieces, 

Who am the son of Caesar and of Rome. 

Before the tyrant’s face i shew’d myself 
His hitter and inexorable foe ; 

Nor did a word qf mine, a look, a tear, 

Betray a him an weakness: but, alas! 

No sooner h$d 1 frongpliis sight escaped, 

Than, as a victim, by a thousand furies 

My spirit was beset. J flew from him 

To my own Lares : there it is my lot 

Always to find!;a sure alleviation 

And fortifying counsel and a heart 

Far more sublime than mine : yes, Cato’s daughter. 

Equal to Cato, the illustrious Porcia, 

My Lares dignifies, the wife of, Brutus. .. 

Cas. Worthy of Cato and of Brutus is 
That high-soul’d lady. 

Cim. Ah ! could this be also 
Said of Servilia ! 

Brit . Troubled as I was, 

She welcomed me with countenance serene 
And resolute, though now for many days 
She had lain sick. Before 1 spake to her. 

She cried to me, “ Brutus, thou has\ conceal’d 

Long in thy bosom mighty purposes : 
u 1 never dared to question thee of them, 
u Till by a certain but fen cious test 
u 1 had myself my courage fully known. 

See ; I am not a woman.” — raying this, 

She lets the foldings of her mantle fall, 

And shew s to me & large jmd horrible wound 
Beneath her breast. Then she continued thus: 
u With this right h&nd, and with tills very dagger, 
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“ Now many days since, this wide wound was made : 
“ It has been evermore conceal’d from thee, 

M And by my heart inflexibly supported, ^ 

“ Although my infirm frame in sickness languish'd; 
fi( As length this wound, if 1 am no£ deceived, 
li Rdtnders me worthy both to hear anc^kcep 
“ The secrets of mv Brutus.” % 

Cun. What a woman ! , 

Cas. What man can be compared to her ? 

B? u. 1 tell 

Prostrate before her, at a sight like tlfie. 

As to my sublime tutelary genius ; 

And weeping, motionless, astonish’d, mute, 

I stood. Thence, reassuming speech, 1 told her 
All the ferocious conflicts of my heart. 

Seeing me we» j p, she wept ; but her tears were 
Homan, not feminine^ She blamed alone 
The adverse fates ; and giving me perhaps 
The last embiaee, she dared remind me yet 
That I'm a son of Rome, and Porcia’s husband, 

And that my name i* Brutus. — Never, never. 

Not tor an instant, have 1 given such names 
T’ oblivion : and I come to swear this to you. 

I onl\ purposed'to communicate 

To you the least pari of my horrible state; 

And what 1 hitherto have said is merely 
The anguish that thiobs audibly to friends. 

Now' I’m aware 1 should convince you first, 

That even nature cannot make me swerve 
From Home . . But grief, unutterable git&f, 

Will take me afterwards njo certainly 
From the possession ot inysclt lor ever. 

Cm. 'Xis truS that we are Romans j but we nre 
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Men also ; not in any wise to feel 
The affections of our nature, were in us 
£»v>ofs of a brute ferocity . . . Oh Brutus ! . , . 

By thy words e’en from me are tt ars extorted. 

Cas> All hums^n impulses we ought to feel ; * 

But before those clue*to our bleeding country, 1 
Sick and exanimate, fhe rest are mute : 

Or if they speak indeed, it. is allowed 
To evejy man ere Bratus to regard them. 

Bru . In thus accounting me more than I am, 
Noble and sirring, thou makest me more strong 
And noble than 1 could be by myself. 

Cassius, behold my tears are now dispersed. 

The shades of night are gathering fast : to-morrow 
Will be the important day. 1 swear once more, 
That which already is resolved among us. 

On you do 1 implicitly depend ; 

Depend on me : nothing of you 1 ask. 

Except that you depend upon the signal 
From me alone 

Cas. Ah ! thou art certainly 
The noblest of \ lie Romans. — But, who comes? . . 
Cim, Whom see 1 ? Anthony ? 

Bru. Assuredly * 

Caesar now sends him to me. Wait, and hear us. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Anthony, Cassius^ Brutus , Cimber . 

An* Olr Brutus, 1 come here in quest of thee; 

I wish to speak wdth thee, 

Bru . Speak on : I listen. 
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An. But the dictator charged me with this mes- 
sage ... * 

Bru . And what of that, I pray thee ? 

An, 1 should speak 
Tojtbee alone. 

Lb-ii, And here I am alone.* 

Cassius is husband of my siste^ Jiinia 
Cimber was friend, and j;he most faithful frien^, 
Of f the great Cato, my wife’s lather : bfood. 

The love of Home, and friendship, render us7 
Though three we be in person, one i)i soul. 

Caesar can never utter aught to Brutus, 

That he le-urters not immediately 
To Cassius and to Cimber. 

An, Is their futhejr 
Also the same with thine? 

Bru, They too have shared 
With me the shame and sorrow of my birth; 

They know it all. Speak on. — I am assured 
That Csesur, generous, once again himself, 

Sends thee to take from me the past disgrace 
Of having once been deem’d a tyrant’s son. 

Divulge the whole, be quick : thou can’st not have 
More acciptabfc witnesses than these 
Of Caesar’s sublime tiansit, from a tyrant, 

As he was lately, to a citizen. • * 

Make haste; his new-born lofty love for Home 
Reveal to us; hi» true paternal views 
Towards me, that I may bless the day in which 
He gave me birth. 

An, Cmsar commanded me 
To speak to thee alone. A blind and true. 

As much as wretched father, hd would yet 
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Flatter himself, that thou would’st yield at last 
To nature’s sacred and persuasive voice. 

^JSru And in what fashion am I then to yield? 
To what submit myself? . * . 

An- To love a^d honotir 
The author of thy'liit*: or if, perchance, < 

Thy hard lu^rt is*inc$pable love, 

Not to betray thy most imperious duties ; 

To shew thyself not mindless and unworthy 
Of benehts received ; and finally 
To merit thosejwhich he reserves for thee 
In future. Fear’st thou to be too humane 
If thou submit to this ? 

Bru ■ Those which thou now 
Giv’st artfully to me are empty, words. 

Advance, and answer me. Is Caesar ready 
To-morrow, in full senate, to renounce 
The office of dictator ? Is he ready 
His standing army to disband ? To free 
The Romans from their universal terror? 

To free his friends and enemies from this. 

And finally himself? fo restore life 
To the most sacred laws by him despised, 

The enervated, obliterated laws ? # 

To be the first to place himself beneath them? 
These are the 'express, only benefits, 

That a true father can confer on l> utus. 

An, Enough. Would’st thou say more to me? 
Bru, 1 say 

No^more I'i ’him that merits npt to hear me.— 
Return then to thy lord, tpid say to him, 

That yet 1 hope, nay, moic, 1 trust, am certain, 
That in the senate by to-morrow’s dawn. 
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He will propoie uscfuhand lofty things 
For Rome’s prosperity and liberty : ^ 

Tell bin* that then, before assembled Rome, 
Brutps will first fall prostrate at his feet. 

As f^izen and son ; if lie too he * * 

A citizen and father. Lastly, t^il him, \ 

That in my heart I burn ns much to make 
Rome live again for all of us, a,s I » 

Burft to make C«t\sar live again for her. • • * 

An. I understand thee. I will tell him that 
Which I (too fruitlessly, alas!) already 
Long since have said to him. 

Bru I esteem thee, 

A faithless and malignant messenger 
’Twixt Caisar and myself : nevertheless, 

If he for (his selected thee, thou hast 
Thy answer now received. 

An. If the dictator 

Consulted me, or the interests of Rome, 

No other messenger would he dispatch 
To Brutus but the lictors with their axes. 

SSRNE THE FOURTH. 

Bruius , Cassius, Cimber % 

Cim . Heard ye... 

Cas . Oh Brutus ! . . . Thou’rt the God of Rome. 
Cim. 'fin's arrogant and despicable slave, 

He also should be punish'd . . . 

Bru . He, methinks, 

Would not be worthy our revenge. My friend#, 

I make the last experiment to-morrow. 

Jf it be vain, we mutually have promised , 
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That T should give, and you chey the signal. 

Will ye confide in me ? 

~ Cas Thou art our all. 

Let us depart from hence : it is now time v 
To go hence hie few vvhoni we have chosenf 
And who ar^ ready f <^r the sake of* Rome 
To die with us to-morrow. 

Bru. Letms go. , 

-ACT THE FIFTH. 

The Scene is in the Basilica of Pompey . 

SCENE TIIE FIRST. 

Bruins, Cassius , Senators , who in succession take 
their Places. 

Cas . It seems to me this meeting will be small; 
Much smaller than the last . . . 

Bru. Provided that 

The hearts of the remainder be but firm, 

’Tis all we want. 

Cas. Dost thou, oh Brutus, hear 
Flow the unquiet people with their ^rics 
Already make the de afening air resound ? 

But I'hcir crifis they vary at each new event : 
Leave them ; e’en they perchance to-day may help us. 

CV/.s. 1 never saw thee calm as thou art now, 

And so secure. 

}hu TNj danger spreads. 

" Cas . Oli III ulus L 
Brutus, 1 yield to thee alone. 

Bru. Great Pompey, ' 
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Who breathes m sculptured marble here, and seems 
Now to preside o’er our few partisans, ^ 

Makes irte secure as to tli’ approaching danger. 

Cr&. Behold, the lictors of the tyrant coming. 
Brg. Casca and Climber, where ^ ^ 

Cas. Fiercely they have ^ > 

Forestall'd by violence the post of danger . . . 

They closely follow Cicsar. * > 

Irhu. Hast thou thought 
To hinder, that the impious Anthony?'.. * 

Cos. Yes : Fulvius and Macrinus will at length 
Keep him at bay at distance from the senate ; 

If it be also needful f intercept him, 

This will they do by force. 

Bru Now all is well. 

Let each one take his place — Cassius, farewell. 

We from each other separate slaves ; 

Soon, as free men, 1 hope, we shall embrace, 

Or dying — First shall thou be nit ness here 
To the last dibits of a son ; and then 
To the last efforts of a citizen. 

Cas. Each weapon on thy nod depends, oh Brutus t 
# 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Senators seated Brut as and Cass fits in their places. 
Ccesar , preceded b// Lictors , which afterwards leave 
him; Casca , Lumber, and mam / others*, follow him . 
All rise at the entrance of Ccesar , a ud- c ontinue 
standing till he be seated. • 

CY^. What can this mean*? Scarce half the senate 
here, 4 * 

Although th* appointed hour be past, , , . But I 
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Beyond my duty have in this transgress’d. — 

Ye conscript fathers, I lament that thus 
iTiave detain’d you. . . But yet, what can bt* 

The cause that takes from me so many of you ? 

* ( iNvi VERSA L SILE Cfc ) 

Bru. Dops no bne^answer ? fhe demanded cause 
Is known to all of us. Is it not, Caesar, 

Fully divulged to thep by this our silence 
But, uftuld’st thou hear it ? Those whom thou s J ecst 
hcrej 

Terror collected ; those whom thou seest not. 

Terror dispersed. 

Ca'. 1 am not unaccustom’d 
To the intemperate harangues of Brutus, 

As to the generous clemency of Ca^ar 
Thou art not unaccustom’d. But in vain ; 

For here I came not to dispute . . . 

Bru Nor we 

To offend thee idly. Certainly those fathers 
Were ill-advised who vanish'd from the senate 
On such a joyful day: and ill act those 
Who in the senate now stand mute. Myself, 

Fully apprized of the high sentiments 
Which Caesar purposes t’ unfold to us. 

Can scarce restrain th’ expression of my joy ; 
Feeling the eager wish to dissipate 
The false alarm of others Ah ! no, now 
Caesar doth not within his bosom cherish 
Against Jj^ecoun try any guilty purpose; 

An no ! that generous clemency ol his, 

With which to-day he has upbraided Brutus, 

And which in future he ought not to exert 

Toward# pie* to trembling and afflicted Rome 
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He hath directed all cff it already. 

To-day, I swear to you, that Caesar adds 
A rcw fine, and the most sublhnts of all, 

To Jps so many triumphs; thence he here 

Presents himself the victor ot 

And of the envy of his adversities. % 

Yes, noble? fathers, this I swear to you; 

C&^uir to-day assembles you to, this • 
Hitrsublituc triumph : he has now resolved 
To recreate himself tlf associate, • 

The equal of his fellow-citizens ; 

This would lie do spontaneously ; and hence 
’Mid all flic men that have been in the world. 

There never was, nor will be, Caesar's equal. 

Ca\ I might, oh Brutus, interrupt tin speech . , . 
Bra . Nor let mine seem to you rash arrogance? 
Scarcely a praetor that I should presume 
To anticipate the words of the dictator, 

For Brutus now and the illustrious Caesar 
Are but one person — I behoid your brows 
Arch’d with amazement : to the senators 
My language is obscure; but speedily, 

I shall make all clear with a single word. 

I am the son of Caesar ... ’ 

(an universal cry OF ASTONISHMENT.) 

Bru . Yes; I am born from him; now do I thence 
Light exultation feel; since to day Caesar 
Becomes, from a perpetual dictator, 

A first-rate, and perpetual citizen. * 

(an UN iVl’.RSAL CRY OF JOY ) 

CVc. . . . Ye*., Brutus is my son ; 1 myself told 
Erewhile to him ftn.s secret. Th*cne rn,w 
The eloquence, the imp* tuosity, 

8 
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1 know not what of superhuman power 

TJI^t breathes in his discourse, made on my heart 

A deep impression : ardent, and aspiring, 

My genuine son, is Brutus. Hence, oh Romans, 

I chu?>e him^far yioie worthy than myself. 

To perform* for you ^fter me that service, 

Wli'ch now no longer lies within my power : 

I have decided to transfer to him 

My wliole authority; in him have I v 

Establish’d it . in hint will ye have Caesar. . . 

Bru. i stand secure : not Brutus’ enemies 
The most embitter’d and implacable, 

Much more his friends, then, never will believe him 
Of this e’er capable ; ah no ! — To me, 

Caesar, oh Romans, yields his power : he would 
Imply by tins, that Caesar abdicates, 

At the entreaties of myself his son, 

His unjust power, that he replaces Rome 
In liberty for ever. 

(an universal cry of joy.) 

Ct r. ’Tis enough — 

Thou as rny son, and younger than myself, 
Shouldest keen silence in my presence — Now, 
Caesar, oh fathers, speaks — I have resolved 
Irrevocably in my secret thoughts 
To go against the l’arth ians. fo-morrow 
I march against Asia with my faithful legions : 
There have 1 long been summon’d, and by force 
Ci^nst^vArVi to go, by th* unavenged shade < 

Of Crassus Rome i leave to Anthony ; 

In him 1 t her behold a second Caesar: 

Let Cirri her, Casca, Callus now return 

To thcir*aLlotted prefectures : my side 
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Brutus shall never qutt, When I have slain 
The enemies of Rome, I will return 
And to*my enemies submit mysfclf : 

Tlu^i, at her will, whichever she likes best, 

Ror^e shall possess me as her citizen, 

As her dictator, or discard ln^quite. % 
(universal silence.) 

.hue — These were not certainly, wMcli we hav£ 
^ heard, m 

The accents of a Roman, of my father. 

Nor e’en of Caesar. These were the harsh words 
Of a despotic king. — Ah! father, yet ^ 

Hear me once more ; behold my tears, and hear 
Th’ entreaties of a son and citizen. 

Now all Rome by my mouth addresses thee. 

Behold that Brutus, whom no man e’er saw 
Hitherto weep or supplicate ; behold him 
Prostrate before thee. Wouid’st thou be to me, 
And not to Rome, a father ? 

Civ. I will not 

Listen to prayers which are a public insult. 

Arise : be mute. — lie dares to call me tyrant ; 

But I ain not 01ft 1 : if 1 w t re, had I ^ 

Myseli permitted him to offer me * 

Such gross indignities before all Homb 
What the dictator in his mind hath fix’d, 

•Should all he executed. Thu* commands 
Tim interest of Rome ; and every man 
Whc doubts now, or refuses to obey 

Is th’ enemy ot Rome ; hostile to her, 

He is an impious traitor. 

Bru . Then let all ** - 

Of us now, as true citizens should do, # 
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Obey the dictator. 1 
Cm. -Die, tyrant, die ! 

GW. And may I finite him also ! 

(dee. Traitors . . . 

Bru. All ■ 

And must I he the or^y one to spare hu» ? . . * 
Some Senators . Die, let the tyrant die ! 

Other Senators, flying. Oh day of U*)h«t)rs ! 

Cce Son, . . . and thou too ! . . . I die . . . 

Bru. Oh Rtjme ! . . . Oh father ! ... 

C'm. But at the cries of the pale fugitives, 

Tire’ people flock already in a crowd ... ' 

GW. Let them come in ; the tyrant is no more. 
Let us now hasten to slay Anthony. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

People , Brat us , Civsar dead. 

People . What has now happen’d ? What cries \t 
we hear ? 

What blood is this ? Ah Brutus yonder stands 
Immoveable with his uplifted dagger ! 

Bru . People, of Mars, (if yet ye Are so) thither, 
Now thither turn your looks. Behold who lies 
At mighty Potnpuy's feet . . . 

People , Capiat ! Oh sight ! • . . 

He in his blood immersed I ... oh rage ! 


1 Brutus unsheathe*. his riartrrr, and brandishes it aloft; the 
eon9piratois cart low .^rds Use;.. r *iih th£ir s\ v ords. 

* Oppressed with 'wounds, (na^innj him* It to the statue of 
Powpey, a*d having coveted his face with his robe, he dies. 
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Bru. Yes; Caesar 

^ies in his blood immersed : and I, though ye 
See in my hand a blade not stain’d with bloody* 

I too, 'with others, 1 too slaughter’d Caesar . . . 
j People- Ah traitor ! thou shalfc die . . • 

Already, see, 0 b * 

The weapon’s point is turnM towards Iny breast. 

I mean to die : but listen to me first. 

\Pcoplc . Let those be murder’d first 'who transfix’d 
• Caesar ... 

Bru. Ye seek in vain for other murderers : 
Dispersed amid the fluctuating crowd 
The assifSsins have already disappear’d. 

Save Brutus, ’tis in vain for ye to seek 
Another murderer.,, If ye are impell’d 
By fury here, thirsting t’ avenge the death 
Of the dictator, let the life of Brutus 
Now pacify your vengeance. — But, if yet 
he name of true and sacred liberty 
.cverberatcs in your hearts, and in your souls, 
Open your breasts t* unutterable joy : 

There he lies dead, there he lies dead at last, 

The king of Rome. 

People, Whilt is it that thou sayt^t ? 

Bru. The king of Rome, yes, I confirm it to you> 
And swear that lie was such : he*toas a king: 

Such he spoke here ; and such he shew’d himself. 
During the Lupercalia, to yourselves, 

That day, when he feigning the guilty ^rown 
Was his abhorrence, three times made theTtan<^ 

Of Anthony refit it on hit. head. 

The infamous collusion pleased^you not ; 

And he became" convinced by certain proof. 

VOL. in. 
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That, save by force, he ne’er would be fit king* 
Hence, be would now have left Home for the camp. 
Planing new wars, while she is quite exhausted 
Of men and arms and treasures ; certain hence 
By dint of arms here to return a king, ^ 

And make yoX witl harsh penalties repent 
The interdicted crown^ Gold, flatteries, games, 
Banquets, and spectacles, he lavish’d on you, 

To mal»e yoif slaves : but th’ impious attempt 
Was ineffectual ; Homans, ye sell not 
Your liberty ; dhd vet I see you all 
jleady to die for it : and I am also, 

I, yes, as much as you. Home now ie free ; 

Brutus would now die satisfied* Be quick ; 

And sacrifice him who restores to you 
Life, liberty, and virtue ; yes, do ye 
Sacrifice Brutus to avenge your king. 

Behold my breast defenceless ... let kill me 
Who still would be a slave. But he ofight now 
Who will not murder me, to follow me. 

And terminate the enterprize by force* 

People . What words are thjse? A god inspires 
him. 

Bni. All! 

I see the former parasites of Cmsar 
Become by little ? nd by little Homans. 

Now hear if Brutus also be a Hainan — 

Are there among you who have hitherto 
E’en ever dreamt of that w hich I am now 
A 1 mtTo ted you with a solemn oath. — 

The tyrant Ccesar was mv real father. 

People . Oh heaven ! What is it that thou tellest 
us 
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21ru* I am^Iie son Caesar ; this I swear ; 

He himself yesterday reveal’d to me 
The secret, and I swear to you, Jie wish'd * 

To leave me, pledge of his paternal love. 

As if it were his proper heritage , g 
Traifquil and undisputed, wislvd ohe 1 
To leave me, his authority income. 

S eople. Oh vile audacity . . • 
ru. And thence he dared * 

Discover all his guilty views to me . . , 

People . Then (ah too certainly !) he did design 
At length 4:o shew himself a thorough tyrant . . 

Bru. I, as a son, wept, and entreated him ; 

And lastly, as a citizen, conjured him 
T’ abandon th* infawfous design ; ah h what 
Did 1 not do, to change him from a king ? . . . 

I e’en entreated from him as a gift 
Death ; which from his hands I should more have 
prized 

Than all his surreptitious royalty : 

But all in vain : in h^ tyrannical breast 
He had resolved to reign, or die. I then 
The signal gave*to kill him ; 1 gave it 
Myself to a firm few : meanwhile ontyiigli 
I raised my trembling and suspended .arm. 

People . Oh pristine virtue ! oh true Brutus 1 
Bru . Yes ; 

The king of Rome is slain ; for this should ,we 
Pay homage to the gous : but yet has 34rutug 
Slain his own father ; . . Nand he merits death ^ 
From you. And think ye* I would live ? » . . I ought 
For a few instants still, while 1 *x£rt 
Myself with you to give security 
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To Rome’s regenerated commonwealth • 

The lofty duties yet must bo fulfill’d 
Of citizen, and of deliverer ; 

For these alone Brutus consents to live : 

But a h obligation abo dooms 
The imp iuid pJrricidal son 
Of the grejuNJscsar t’ immolate himself 
With his ow^ hands, upon las father’s tomb. 

Peopl*. Oh due eVent !... Amazement, tenor, 
pity ; . . . 

Oh, what a multitude of impulses 
.*Have we at once experienced ! . . . But ... oh sight ! ' 
E’en in the midst of i age, Brutus himself 
Also dissolves in tears . . . 

Bru . — L weep, oh Homans ; 

I weep for Caesar dead. Sublime endowments 
Not to be equallM in the world ; a soul, 

Which never had its counterpart, had Caesar : 

Base is that heart which weeps not for him dead — 
But, who dare now again to wish him living 
Is not a Roman. 

People . Thine arc words of lire, 

Oh Brutus . . . 

Bru . May yryirs then be deeds of fire; 

The deed is lotyy ; worthy of ourselves ; 

Follow my steps ; find let us now restore 
Full and eternal liberty to Rome. 

People . For Rome, ah ! yes, following thy steps 
we’re ready *' 

Fomill fTor any thing . . . 

Bru . Make speed then, now 
Let us go quickly tq^the Capitol ; * 

This is the seat sacred to liberty : 
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Pould ve nd^ leave it in the hands of traitors ? 
People* Let us depart : and wrest fron> tr^ikore’ 
• hands 

The sacred citadel. 

Bry. To death, to death • 

Or mredom let us go ! * 

People . To death, to death 
Wish Brutus, or to freedom depart. * 


Farewell. 

Judgment suggests to me that I should here 
Kclease my Feet from the Italian buskin, 

(It it indeed e’er graced them) and that I 
Should to myself swe/ir never to resume it. 


J 787. 


1 Brutus moves forward, fierc ely brandishing fits sword ; the 
people all follow him with fury. 


END OF THE THIRD VOLUME. 
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